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EDITOR'S PREFACE. 



The time is past when it could have been a sub- 
ject of doubt or discussion how far the taste for 
fiction should be encouraged on the ground of 
its being calculated to aid or to injure the religious 
and moral development of young and uneducated 
minds^ for it is no longer in our power to resist 
its influence. 

The scantiness of education, which formerly 
caused the demand for light literature to be smaU, 
and the supply, in consequence, costly, with many 
other obstacles to a general circulation of thought, 
are now removed. The three-volume novel, oc- 
tavo memoir, and weighty quarterly — whose ex- 
pensiveness rendered them difficult of access to 
the general reader, and limited therefore their 
influence, both for good and evil — have given place 
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to the shilling edition and the sixpenny journal. 
And this cheapness, together with the rapid circu- 
lation which railroads and post-office facilities 
afford, has caused an influx of literature in every 
form, which is daily bringing before the minds 
of the young and inexperienced, all the evil and 
unchristian and unwise thoughts which have been, 
or which are, afloat in the world. 

But under no form, of course, do they find 
so easy or so agreeable an access as uuder that of 
fiction ; while the means of indulging the natural 
appetite for this class of reading is facilitated 
by the hours of leisure which railway travel- 
ling secures to people in the pursuit of their 
various callings, and also by the tempting form 
under which the cheap volume and cheaper pe- 
riodical present themselves at those attractive 
depdts of modern literature which each station 
affords. 

It is impossible, then, to repress the appetite 
for fiction or the means of its ready gratification, 
but it is possible to make it available for good, 
since it may be used as a means of exercising our 
moral judgments and of conveying important 
truths. For a moral judgment is exercised when- 



vn 



ever either a real or a probable case of conduct 
is placed before the mind ; and fiction, when made 
probable, thus multiplies and varies indefinitely 
the examples, of which real narratives and real 
life afford only a limited supply. The fiction, of 
course, must be writt^ in a lively and graphic 
manner, so that the characters and incidents 
develop the truths designed to be conveyed, and 
do not thrust them on the mind in a forced and 
unnatural way. But fiction may be used with still 
higher views,— in conveying, e.g., the principles 
of action which belong to us as Christians — in 
pointing out the dangers which are likely to beset 
us in our social intercourse with others — in pre- 
senting truths which may never have come before 
the reader^s mind, and in showing forth under 
the vicissitudes of life its one great reality. 

We have indeed the highest authority for this 
use of fiction ; for He — the Holy One, who best 
knew how to make His way to the hearts and 
understandings of men, adopted this mode of con- 
veying instruction to His hearers. 

Believing, then, that the writers of such fictions 
as I have described (of which I might name some 
admirable examples) do really confer a benefit on 
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society, I have undertaken to edit the tale con- 
tained in this volume — the first of a series which 
the Publishers intend to oflFer to the public with 
a view of meeting the demand for light reading 
by a safe, agreeable, and beneficial supply — one 
altogether suitable to the requisitions of a Christian 
community, under the title' of, " Great Truths 
popularly illustrated/' 

The story, "Quicksands on Foreign Shores,^' 
represents in a vivid but not exaggerated form a 
certain class of dangers and difficulties which not 
unfrequently arise out of social life on the Con- 
tinent, and it will be found, I think, to carry out 
the views which have just been taken of the uses 
to be made of fiction, in exercising the judgment 
and influencing the affections on subjects of the 
highest importance. 



Thb Palace, Dublin, 
April 21th, 1854. 
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CHAPTER I. 

Sntrnliiittinn. 



" How dismally cold it is ! and how wretchedly un- 
comfortable these French inns are I" exclaimed Mrs. 
Courtney, a widow lady whom circumstances had com- 
pelled to brave the inconveniences of a journey through 
France in midwinter; " What is to become of us?" 
she added, as with a sigh she drew a chair near the 
cheerful wood fire which threw a ruddy glow on the 
bare walls of the half-furnished room. 

" Don't let us think of the fature to-night, dear 
mamma,'* said Agatha, her eldest daughter, who stood 
at the table arranging cups and saucers. ^' See, here is 
coffee to warm us, and banish our fatigues for the pre- 
sent at least I Here Emily — take mamma's cup to the 
fire-side dear, and set it on that little table." 
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Emily, a pretty lively-looking girl of nine years old, 
sprang forwards to comply with her sister's desire, and 
Mrs. Courtney gave a faint smile at the attentions of 
her favourite child, though still she shuddered as the 
wind whistled through the numerous chinks of the 
doors and rattled the shutterless windows. 

"You know, mamma," continued Agatha after a 
pause, " a few days more of snow and frost will bring 
us to the South, the lovely South of France of which 
we have heard so much I To-morrow we are to reach 
Lyons, and after that we may hope soon to bid fare- 
well to these weary plains of snow. But we shall 
enjoy the beauties of Languedoc all the more for this 
long cold journey, I dare say." 

*' So as you are pleased, my dears," said Mrs. Court- 
ney, putting her arm round the little girl who stood 
beside her, " that is all I ever look to ; what else, 
indeed, have I to live for but the happiness of my 
children ?" Then after a minute's pause, she added, 
looking round with a shiver, "Emily, or you Clara, 
go and find my woollen shawl love, I feel threatened 
with a violent cold, and it would be shocking to be laid 
up in this dismal place I" 

Clara, the second daughter, a girl of fourteen, ran 
off with alacrity, and said as she returned with the 
shawl and wrapped it carefully round her mother's 
shoulders, " I wish you were more comfortable, dear 
mamma, for I cannot help liking our journey though 
it is so cold ; it is such a pleasant change from our dull 
life in London." 

"And then it is so nice, having no governess to tease 
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US 1" added little Emily. " If that is being poor, I am 
sure I am very glad we are so." 

"Don't talk of what you cannot understand, my 
love," said Mrs. Courtney. . 

" It is time you were in bed, Emily dear," said 
Agatha. " We have to be up very early to-morrow ; 
Clara will go and help you, and mamma and I will 
soon follow." 

" Another getting up at five o'clock I suppose," said 
their mother as the children left the room. " Poor little 
things, it is enough to kill them I" 

" I hope not so bad as that," said Agatha smiling as 
she took her hand ; ^'but, dear mamma, you are feel- 
ing low to-night, the journey fatigues you more than 
the children." 

" Yes, and the end of it is cheerless enough — ^not a 
friend to welcome us, no one to apply to for aid or 
advice. I sometimes regret that I brought you all so 
fax with such prospects, but it seemed a harder struggle 
to live on in England, reduced as we are." 

" I cannot regret that we came, dear mamma," said 
her daughter ; " we acted for the best, and on due con- 
sideration ; and at all events we know we are in the 
hands of One who can bring light out of seeming dark- 



"Of course, my dear; but that does not make it 
easier to see one's way now. I, for one, have not the 
remotest idea how we are to live on the wretched pit- 
tance which is all we have to look to, and I do not sup- 
pose your brother Mortimer will do anything for you." 

" We should not wish to depend upon him," replied 

b2 
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Agatha : '^ but do not fear, mamma, if it come to the 
worst, I could work for you and so help on a little, — 
thanks to Miss Benson's instructions, I can do several 
kinds of embroidery you know, and meanwhile I do not 
feel much dismayed, — God cares for the widow and the 
fatherless." 

" Yes, yes, my dear, I know all that," said her 
mother, with an expression of weariness, " but now I 
really must go to bed, (though I know I shall not close 
my eyes all night,) and do tell them to call us very 
early, Agatha, — remember that the diligence starts at 
seven o'clock." 

The first dawn of a bitterly cold morning found our 
travellers speeding along in the diligence which was to 
convey them to Lyons. On each side of them was 
spread out an expanse of snowy landscape unbroken by 
aught that could cheer the eye. Mrs. Courtney wrap- 
ped in a large cloak and endless shawls, was gazing 
sadly out of the window, while her two elder daughters 
spoke together in whispers, and the youngest, leaning 
against her mother, slept in spite of the cold. 

The circumstances of this family had much changed 
in the course of tMe last few months. When Colonel 
Courtney died some years previously, he left his wife 
in the possession of a pleasant villa near Richmond, and 
an easy fortune. The fraudulent conduct of the family 
attorney had, however, suddenly reduced her means so 
that she was obliged to sell her house, in order to extri- 
cate herself from her difficulties. She then went to 
reside in London with her family, intending to live very 
cheaply, but this she found impossible ; she had been 
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accustomed to a gay life in society, without a thought 
of economy — ^her tastes and habits were all extravagant, 
and she was soon not only disgusted with the attempt 
to live in a different style, but plunged in greater diffi- 
culties than ever. 

It was in vain that her eldest daughter, who, having 
had the advantage of being brought up by a truly 
Christian grandmother, had higher views of duty than 
her mother could enter into, endeavoured to aid her in 
every possible way, and took the entire charge of her 
sisters on the dismissal of their governess, — all would 
not do, and it soon became evident that some other plan 
must be adopted. 

The brother already alluded to, was not Mrs. Court- 
ney's own son, but her husband's by a former marriage 
— ^he was a barrister in London, and too much en- 
grossed with his own interests to care much about his 
£unily. The scheme of residing in France was his 
suggestion, and was eagerly caught at by Mrs. Court- 
ney. 

Meanwhile the travellers proceeded slowly on their 
way, for the roads were clogged with snow, and though 
the diligence was drawn by six sturdy horses, it was often 
compelled to go at a foot's pace. The short winter's day 
soon began to close in, and Agatha felt a strange sense 
of loneliness creep over her as she gazed on the deso- 
late scenery through which they were passing; scarcely 
an object was to be seen, to break the monotony of the 
wide plains of spotless white, bounded by a low range 
of distant hills which seemed to mingle with the grey 
and lowering sky — the only sound to be heard was the 
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wliistle of tbe wintry wind and the occasional creaking 
of the lumbering vehicle, while not a human being was 
visible, nor a solitary cottage on the roadside. All 
seemed at length gradually to fade into one grey 
gloomy hue as the daylight rapidly disappeared, and 
Agatha withdrew her eyes from the window — ^but the 
sad lonely feeling had passed away — "when earth 
seems dark and cold," she thought, '* then how bright 
shines the Christian's hope, how happy the feeling 
that we are not alone — ^when the scenes around us 
seem most gloomy and desolate, a Father's hand is 
still guiding us, a Saviour's eye watching our weary 
footsteps, and the voice of the Spirit whispering in our 
ear, ' faint not, this is not your home 1' " 



CHAPTER II. 

"And 80 this is really the South of France 1" ex- 
claimed Mrs. Courtney as they entered the first town in 
Provence, " this is the far-famed land of delights I I 
confess I am disappointed. I expected such a mild 
genial climate and such a cheerful smiling country, 
instead of these bitterly cold winds, and those bleak 
craggy cliffs 1 How historians and travel- writers do 
deceive one to be sure I" 

"And I thought we should have plenty of grapes 
and oranges, and every thing delightful," said little 
Emily echoing her mother's disconsolate voice, " and 
the vines are only dry sticks 1" 

" Why Emmy, you did not expect the vines to be 
covered with fixut in midwinter, did you?" said Agatha, 
good himiouredly stroking her curling locks, "the 
almonds will be in blossom in a fortnight, they tell me, 
and that is sooner than we should have anything, ex- 
cept snowdrops, at home, you know ; and as to the cli- 
mate, the wind is colder than I expected certainly, but 
still what a contrast to what we have left behind I No 
more snow — not even on the highest points of those 
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steep crags, and how bright and blue the sky is ! and 
oh, Clara, look at that turn of the river — ^you can see it 
if you lean out of window, is it not lovely ? 

"It is beautiful I" said Clara; "nothing can be 
prettier than some of this Rhone scenery, I think ; 
and yet, Agatha, I too am a little disappointed, it is 
not like the Troubadour country, is it ? Why I thought 
we should see groves of myrtle and orange trees beside 
every cottage, and people playing on guitars, and girls 
with crooks keeping sheep, and all that sort of thing !" 

" I am afraid,'' said Agatha, laughing, " that the 
old writers romanced a little now and then, or else 
things were different three or four hundred years ago ; 
but you have romanced a little too, Clara, or you would 
remember that it was in spring and summer or autumn 
that these fine descriptions were written. I dare say, 
in a couple of months, that man who is now wrapping 
his snuff-coloured coat around him in defiance of the 
picturesque, will have thrown it off, and be tending his 
sheep with a crook at least, if not with a guitar.' ' 

As she spoke the diligence stopped to change horses. 
"This is St. Andr^, madame," said the driver, ap- 
proaching the carriage window. " I will see that your 
luggage is taken down, for I think it is here that you 
are to stop, is it not ?'' Mrs. Courtney was now in a 
great bustle, for the diligence never waited long at any 
station, and she was apprehensive of losing some of 
her numerous packages in the confusion and hurry. 
At length, however, all was collected, and they entered 
the small inn, at which it was necessary to remain 
while looking out for lodgings. As soon as they had 
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dined, Agatha begged her mother to lose no time in 
making enquiries for a residence, as it was still early 
in the afternoon. 

"Not to-day, surely, Agatha," replied Mrs. Court- 
ney ; " I am too tired to go house-hunting this after- 
noon ; to-morrow will be soon enough." 

" If you did not object, dear mamma, I might go out 
with Clara and look about us a little ; it seems a pity 
to lose a day, and this inn is not very comfortable for 
you." 

" No, indeed ; but we must not expect comfort now, 
my dear. Well, go if you like, but I really do not 
see the necessity of being in such a hurry." Agatha 
gladly availed herself of the permission, and set forth 
with her young sister. The business was quite new to 
her, of course, but she felt so strongly the imprudence 
of exhausting in hotel expenses, their slender means, 
already much diminished by so long a journey, that 
she was eager to find a residence, however humble, 
which they might occupy at once. After several ftd- 
lures, she was at last recommended to a house at a short 
distance from the town, in which three rooms and the 
use of a kitchen were to be had at a very moderate 
rent ; and though the afternoon was beginning to close 
in, Agatha could not resist the desire of seeing what 
appeared so eligible. It was only by walking very 
fisist that she and her companion returned to the inn 
before it was quite dark. 

** My dear girls, I have been quite imeasy about 
you !" cried their mother, as she came to the door to 
meet them; "how could you stay out so late, and 
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without a servant too ? I ought not to have let you 

go- 

" Dear mamma, we are too poor to be fine kdies now, 
you know," said Clara. 

" I am sorry we were so late though," added her 
sister ; " but I wanted to look at such a nice place out- 
side the town, that I think will just do for us. You 
most come and see it to-morrow, mamma. There is a 
garden which we may have the use of, and only one 
other lodger, so that we can be very quiet." 

" It will be dreadfully dull of course," said Mrs. 
Courtney, " but that would be equally the case in the 
town." 

^' And without the advantage of good air and a fine 
view," continued Agatha, "but you can judge when 
you see it, mamma ; meantime I think I have got you 
a servant, through our landlady, who happens to know 
of a girl likely to be able, with a little training, to do 
all we want." 

" Upon my word, Agatha, you are very clever and 
active I What a mistress of a house you would make I 
Poor dear child, it is a sad change in your prospects, 
coming to be buried in this obscure place I but I dreaded 
the idea of going where there are flocks of English 
people to observe our poverty." 

" I quite agree with you, dear mamma, in liking a 
quiet place best, imder our circumstances, and I trust 
with God's blessing we shall do very well when we are 
settled." 

Agatha took off her cloak and bonnet as she spoke, 
and then drawing a chair dose to her mother, whispered 
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Bomething with a half apologetic air, and on receiving 
a somewhat reluctant " Yes, my dear," took up a Bible 
from the table. 

" Oh I I was just going to ask you to read us the 
chapter," said Clara ; '^ it is so many days since we 
have read together." 

Little Emily yawned as she put down a French 
story book she had been reading, and rather reluctantly 
joined the circle round the fire. Mrs. Courtney seemed 
to listen to the sacred words her daughter was reading 
with a kind of cold respect, not immixed with imeasi- 
ness ; but when the duty, as she considered it, was 
over, her spirits rose considerably, and she talked about 
their plans almost cheerfully. 

The fact was, that Mrs. Courtney was imder the not 
imcommon mistake of believing herself to be a religious 
person, because she conformed to the outward habits of 
religion, and because these were rather distasteful to 
her, she gave herself all the more credit for adhering 
to them. With Agatha it was very different; she 
had, as before remarked, had the blessing of a Chris- 
tian education, and it had not been wasted on her. 
She had now completed her twenty-second year, and 
already had chosen the narrow way, and was striving 
to lead her young sisters in the same path. 

I do not know whether the casual observer would 
have fixed on Agatha as a heroine, or that the professed 
beauty-seeker would have been much struck with her ; 
but a more penetrating physiognomist would have seen 
much to attract him in her sweet ingenuous counte<» 
nance, whose peacefol expression and mildly beaming 
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blue eye, bespoke a heart not free indeed from the 
earthly cares that had of late been more peculiarly her 
portion, bat a heart set on those better things over 
which earth has no power. The extreme plainness of 
dress which, in conformity with her changed fortunes, 
she had adopted, only enhanced the simple grace of 
her appearance. 

Mrs. Courtney, on the other hand, in dress and 
habits still clung to the remains of her former luxuries ; 
chained to earth, she fancied her fetters of gold, if 
indeed she saw them at all ; and though hr from being 
really happy, she secretly congratulated herself on her 
freedom from those narrow views (as she called them) 
in which her daughter had been educated. 

"My poor mother-in-law," she would say sometimes, 
^^ made Agatha as strict and tiresome in her ways of 
thinking as she was herself ;— *it is a pity, for every 
one says she is a sweet looking girl ; but there is no 
greater hindrance to success in the world than that of 
being righteous over much." 

Mrs. Courtney's feelings had, however, somewhat 
changed since her reduced fortunes had compelled her 
to alter her mode of life, and had banished the gay 
acquaintance she had formerly sought in society so 
eagerly. She had learned to see the value of Agatha's 
unselfish and devoted conduct, though she did not 
appreciate the source of her actions but attributed every- 
thing to natural disposition, forgetting that nothing 
which comes merely by nature can stand the test of 
time and trial. Agatha was indeed most affectionate 
and amiable, but she felt keenly the loss of all her 
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occupations and interests— -of her early and beautiful 
home, together with the smaller but not less trying 
evil of her mother's constant repinings over their altered 
lot ; and nothing but the support of the unseen Hand 
which she felt to be her Gruide, could have enabled her 
to be all that she was to her mother and little sisters. 

A few days sufficed to establish the family in their 
new abode. Mrs. Courtney, though far from being 
satisfied, was convinced that they had obtained the 
best lodging which circumstances permitted, and their 
little sitting-room had now assumed a neat and home- 
like appearance. She took no part herself in the 
arrangements, but sadly watched her daughter's light 
figure as it flitted in and out of the room, now giving 
directions to the maid — an active though very ignorant 
girl, with that pleasing sprightliness natural to the 
Proven9als, — ^now pausing near her mother to speak a 
cheerful word, or to arrange some work for little 
Emily. The children were both anxious to be of use, 
and Clara proved a real help to Agatha in many ways. 
In Emily, however, the love of play soon overcame 
the wish of being useful, and sent her to gambol in 
the bright sunshine that lit up the little garden. 

It was not till the declining rays betokened that the 
day was drawing to a close, that Agatha found leisure 
for a little fresh air, and hastened out to enjoy the view 
while the light lasted. In the north it would have 
been already dark, but in these latitudes the winter's 
day is less short as well as more bright than in the 
snowy regions of Normandy or Burgundy. As after 
pausing a moment at the door to gaze around, she pro< 
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ceeded down the steps, she was met by their fellow- 
lodger, a mild looking old man, whose courteous man- 
ner and venerable air had already favourably impressed 
her. He was, the mistress of the house had told her, 
the Abb^ de Fleurier, a relative of the family of that 
name, who inhabited a chateau about a mile from St. 
Ahdr6. 

"You certainly ought to sketch this scene, made- 
moiselle," observed the Abb^, as Agatha passed him ; 
" there is something in your eye that would make me 
think you an artist, even had I not seen a drawing 
book in your hands more than once.'' 

" I fear I shall not have much time for improving 
myself in drawing now," said Agatha smiling at the 
compliment. 

"Ah I mademoiselle, don't let any accomplishment 
drop ; you cannot tell how useful it may prove to you 
one day. I have a little experience. I know how 
often people regret having abandoned these things in 
early life." 

" I love drawing too well willingly to let it drop," 
replied Agatha ; " and this scenery is certainly very 
tempting." 

" Yes, and if you think so now, in another month I 
am sure you will be charmed. When spring has flung 
her green mantle over these bare hills and naked vines, 
and the wild flowers burst out on every sunny bank, 
then I think you will learn to love Provence. We 
are rather bleak here, certainly. But pardon me, made- 
moiselle, I detain you from your walk." And with a 
courteous bow the AbbS entered the house, leaving 
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Agatha to pursue her walk and her meditations 
alone. 

A day or two afterwards, as she was assisting her 
mother in her long toilette, she saw from the window 
her youngest sister in the garden helow, walking beside 
the Abbd de Fleurier, who with his book under his 
arm usually took his early stroll there, or drank his 
cup of coffee in the sunny arbour. Little Emily ap- 
peared to have made great friends with the good- 
humoured old gentleman, and was chatting away to 
him quite familiarly. 

'* Who in the world is Emily talking to out there in 
the cold?'' asked Mrs. Courtney as she rose from the 
looking glass. 

" That is our fellow-lodger, mamma ; the Abb^ de 
Fleurier. I think you passed him in the passage yes- 
terday." 

" Oh yes, I recollect ; he treated me to a very polite 
bow. Well, he seems a very gentlemanlike person; 
how goodnaturedly he is chatting to our saucy little 
Emily I I think, Agatha, as our landlady tells me 
the Abb^ is of a very good family and an excellent 
lodger, I really must make his acquaintance. What 
say you to asking him to take coffee with us some 
evening," 

" You are hardly up to the company of strangers yet, 
I should think, dear mamma," said Agatha hesitatingly. 

"Nonsense, child, what makes you think so? I 
am sure I should feel a great deal better if I had some 
one to cheer me a little ; it would keep my mind fronj 
preying so on my afflictions I" As she spoke, Mrs. 
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Courtney drew on her last ring and descended with her 
daughter to their sitting-room, where Clara was assist- 
ing the maid to arrange hreakfast. Agatha hastened 
to her usual business of coffee making, and a minute 
afterwards they were joined by little Emily, who ran 
in, her face glowing with pleasure, and displayed 
eagerly to her mother some beautiful bonbons which 
the " nice old gentleman " had just given her. 

" Oh, mamma I" she continued, " you have no idea 
how kind and pleasant he is, and he wants Clara and 
me to come and see some charming prints and all sorts 
of things he has in his room ; and he says, if you will 
allow him the honour, he will call on you this morning 
and ask your leave for us. Do, dear mamma, let us 

go." 

" I will think about it, my dear little chatterbox," 
said Mrs. Courtney smiling rather sadly. " Poor dear 
child," she added turning to Agatha, " I am glad she 
as found one Mend in this desolate place." 

" It were early to despair of making friends, when 
we have been here so short a time," replied her daugh- 
ter, " I cannot but hope we may discover some Pro- 
testant family in this neighbourhood, when we have 
had time to look about us a little, for one would hardly 
wish to make intimates of Roman Catholics, surely, 
mamma." 

" I don't see that at all," answered she : " it would 
be very narrow-minded and absurd never to make 
friends of any but Protestants, — ^very uncharitable too, 
to suppose there are no good people out of our own 
Church." 
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" Certainly, that would be uncharitable, — ^but I only 
meant there could be no real sympathy between per- 
sons dififering on so important a subject as that of reli- 
gion," said Agatha. 

" They should agree to differ then — and if they are 
wise they will," replied Mrs. Courtney rather sharply : 
"but come, Agatha, give us our coffee, or we shall 
have the Abb^ calling before we have done breakfast." 

The expected visit took place : the Abb6 de Fleurier 
sat some time with Mrs. Courtney, and made himself 
so agreeable that she readily agreed to let the little 
girls visit him in his room and see his curiosities. The 
intercourse thus begun was not allowed to drop, and 
proved a great solace to Mrs. Courtney's ennui; and 
indeed Agatha could not but admit that a person less 
anxious for society than her mother, might find much 
pleasure in that of so intelligent and well-bred a person 
as the Abb^ proved to be. 



CHAPTER III. 

Nearly two months had passed since the Courtneys' 
arrival at St. Andr^. Spring had now changed the 
aspect of everything around them. The sparkling 
river flowed past hills, already flushed with the vines* 
opening green ; while the whole country glowed with 
the soft pink of the almond blossoms, now in their fall 
beauty. Within the little domicile, spring had also 
made some changes : the sitting-room was now warmed 
all day by the brilliant sunshine, and though the moun- 
tain breezes that blew in through the open lattice, still 
retained some wintry keenness, yet Agatha, as she 
stood gazing out at the bright landscape and cloudless 
sky, could almost have imagined that summer was 
near, till reminded by a slight shudder and by the voice 
of her mother calling to her to close the window, that 
it was yet far off. 

" If you have not had too much of these cold winds, 
my dear," said Mrs. Courtney, as Agatha returned to 
her seat and work, " I wish you would step down to 
the post-office again : I am almost in despair about our 
letters ; I could scarce close my eyes last night from 
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anxiety of mind. What shall we do if our money does 
not soon arrive?" 

" Do not despair yet, dear mamma ; I will go this 
moment to the post-office," said her daughter rising 
and putting away the things, " and if we do not get 
our remittances to-day, we must try and think of some 
plan of farther economy." 

" Further economy I that is impossible, Agatha : 
what have we that we could possibly do without?" 

" We must try and find out, dear mamma, and I 
must try and see what I can do to assist our means." 

" I cannot think of anything you could do," said her 
mother despondingly ; "your idea of the work will 
never do, with a convent near us, where, I am told, 
the most perfect embroidery and other works are done 
£oT sale." 

" Well, we will talk about it when I come back," 
replied she : " come, Clara, get your bonnet ; you 
want a walk, I am sure." 

A short walk brought the sisters to the post-office, 
where, after a long and anxious waiting while the 
postmaster turned over his heap of letters and presented 
Ihem with one after another for their inspection, they 
at length received the decisive answer that there was 
no letter for them that day. The next day they knew 
there would be no post, and they sadly turned from 
the door, rather dreading to return home to their 
mother with their disappointing news. 

Mrs. Courtney might well be anxious for her letters, 
for she was expecting long-delayed remittances from 
England, and her slender purse was now brought very 

■ c2 
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low. She had written more than once to her step-son, 
asking him to look after her affairs, but had received 
no answer, and all her conjectures as to the silence of 
her lawyer were fruitless trouble. 

The girls conversed as they walked home over va- 
rious plans for assisting their mother, but their hearts 
sank as they reached the house at the thought of her 
face of dismay. She was even more disappointed than 
she would allow. " I expected this," said she dejec- 
tedly as they told of their fruitless mission ; " I had 
really given up all hopes ! and now what is to become 
of us — ^we shall soon have nothing at all left to live 
onr 

"Dear mamma," said Clara affectionately, "don't 
be uneasy ; we will all work for you." 

" And the first thing we must do towards assisting 
matters," said Agatha, is to dismiss Jeannette." 

" Impossible I" exclaimed Mrs. Courtney, " I never 
can live without a servant : how can you think of such 
a thing, Agatha?" 

" It is easier to live without a servant than without 
bread, dear mamma ; and I fear it will soon come to 
that, unless we do something more in the way of 
retrenching ; besides, Jeannette will not live with us 
unless we pay her wages, and we have not enough 
money for another quarter. I have a plan in my head 
though which may help us by and bye, so do not look 
so grieved, dearest mamma ; it will all come right in 
time, I trust." 

" Come right, indeed I I don't know what you mean, 
my dear I" 
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** Why I ought to say it is right even now, mamma, 
though we cannot see it : is not all in God's hand, and 
shall not the Judge of all the earth do right ?" said 
Agatha, hanging tenderly over her mother, and smiling 
through her tears. 

*' Ah I my dear child, you are too serious for your 
years, really ! I cannot wonder at it ; our circumstances 
are sad enough to be sure." 

It took some time to reconcile Mrs. Courtney to the 
sacrifice of Jeannette, but at last she was convinced of 
the absolute necessity of the step, and was rather sur- 
prised not to find a greater difference in her comfort 
after the girl's dismissal. Agatha and Clara spared no 
pains to make the loss of an attendant as little felt as 
possible, and their good- will made up for want of habit. 
But this was only the beginning of vexations : each 
day some new privation became needful, and Agatha 
was compelled, not without many a sigh of regret, to 
diminish their daily comforts one by one. "Wine must 
be given up : coffee even must be taken sparingly, and 
but once a day : the dinners, which Agatha prepared 
herself, must rarely consist ,of meat, and, when day- 
light was gone, the family had now to assemble round 
a single candle. The struggle to keep out of debt 
grew harder and harder. 

" Really, Agatha," said her mother one day, ** I do 
not see why we should not get things on credit if the 
people will let us have them : it's only what every one 
does you know, and our remittances must come some 
day or other, I suppose." 

" Oh, mamma, anything but debt I pray, pray 
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let US keep clear of that I Only think if our money 
should not come after all, — think of our being sent to 
prison I" 

" Don't talk of such horrible things, my dear," cried 
Mrs, Courtney, shuddering. Agatha had gained her 
point however, at least for the time, and they sat down 
without further remark to the meagre dinner, which 
had in fact been the original cause of the conversation. 
It consisted only of a dish of vegetables, a few dried 
figs, and some bread. Agatha suppressed a sigh as she 
looked from her mother to her little sisters, and it was 
with difficulty she could swallow her own share, from 
the tears that were ready to spring forth. As soon as 
the meal was over, she rose and told her mother that 
if she could spare her she wished to take a walk. 

" Certainly, my love ; you slave yourself too much 
at home, I know : go and get some air, and take Clara 
and Emily with you." 

" Shall you not be lonely if we all go out together, 
mamma?" 

" No," replied Mrs. Courtney ; " the Abb^ is coming 
to sit with me this afternoon : he is really very kind 
and neighbourly." 

Agatha looked a little vexed : this growing intimacy 
did not much please her, but of course she could say 
nothing, so she set forth with her sisters on their walk. 
It was not a mere stroll of pleasure that she had in 
view ; she had a plan by which she hoped to gain a 
little sum of money for present emergencies. 

" What are you going into the town for, Agatha ?" 
asked Clara, "there is no market to-day." 
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** I am not going to buy, but to sell if I can/' she 
replied : " I will tell you both my secret now.'* 

"Ah, I guessed you had a secret when you told 
mamma you had &plan /" cried En^ily. 

" Well," continued Agatha, "you know dear grand- 
mamma's ring that she left me." 

" What your beautiful ring with the ruby and pearls 
set round it ?" said Clara, " are you thinking of selling 
that ? It seems a pity to be sure, but no doubt it will 
bring us plenty of money, and we do want a great 
many things!" 

"It is only for grandmamma's sake it costs me 
a moment's pain to part with it," said Agatha, " but I 
would have sold it long ago if I could have found a 
pmtshaser ; but you know it was impossible to get to 
any large town, and there is no jeweller here. I was 
forced to make a confidant of the landlady of the inn, 
who is very goodnatured. For some days she could 
hear of no one likely to be a purchaser, but this morn- 
ing she sent word to me that a jeweller from Lyons 
happened to be passing through on his way to Mar- 
seilles, and stopped the night, meaning to take up the 
diligence which passes at four o'clock in the afternoon : 
so I am going to try my luck." 

" Well, I hope you will get plenty of money for it," 
said Clara. 

Agatha looked doubtful : she knew that she was at 
the mercy of the trader, even should he be disposed to 
take her ring at all, but she was quite decided to try 
what could be done. They had now reached the little 



24 QUJGKSANDS ON FOREIGN SHORES. 

inn, and saw the landlady as usual gossiping at the 
door with her neighbour, the baker's wife. 

" Oh I 'tis you, Mdlle. Agathe ?" said she (the surname 
puzzled her and she never attempted it), " and your 
little sisters also I well, you are just in time, our mer- 
chant is prepared to see you ; he is quite used, I know, 
to this sort of transaction, for he was formerly a travel- 
ling jeweller ; he is a civil kind of man enough, but," 
she added in a lower voice, " take care, my dear, for 
he is a Jew, and will clip as close as he can." 

Agatha followed her into the parlour, feeling too 
nervous to speak. They found a dark-looking elderly 
man, whose keen eyes made little Emily shrink behind 
the ample figure of the landlady, while her sisters 
timidly approached, and Agatha endeavoured to summon 
courage to open the business ; but the Jew saved her 
the trouble." 

" So you have got a ring you wish to dispose of, 
mademoiselle?" said he : "not much in my way now 
I assure you, to pick up things in this manner, but I 
have done it sometimes to oblige a lady ; and perhaps 
— ^well, let me see the little trinket, if you please." 

She drew off her glove, and handed him the ring for 
inspection, saying, " Both the ruby and the pearb are 
real, I can assure you." 

"Hm — ^hm," muttered the Jew, "passable; yes, 
tolerable, no doubt, but old fashioned enough : I could 
give you something for this, mademoiselle, but no great 
sum ; say thirty francs. 

Agatha knew it was worth at least five times as 
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much. " Indeed, the pearls separately would be worth 
that," said she, trying not to look too anxious. 

" Oh, well, it is only to gratify mademoiselle that 
I would take it at all ; if she is not pleased, we will 
dose the transaction, that is all.'' 

The landlady here interposed, "Why positively," 
cried she, winking at Agatha, '' I think I could make 
my husband give as much as forty francs for it, and I 
could make the pearls into earrings : I want a pair 
sadly ; so if you are so stingy, M. Levi — " 

"I perceive," said the trader, relenting a little, 
" that it is an object to the lady ; so if she will take 
sixty francs, we'll agree ; but that's my last word, for 
the diligence is just coming up." 

Agatha was obliged to be content with this, though 
she was well aware that the ring was a valuable one, 
and that the man was cheating her ; but even this sum 
was a treasure to her now, for their purse was actually 
reduced to thirty francs and a few sous, and of this part 
was owmg. 

Clara and Emily were delighted when they saw the 
man count out so many silver pieces into their sister's 
hand, and wondered to hear the landlady say, as he 
ran to take his place in the diligence, 

" There he goes, an old rogue as he is I I am sorry 
you have got so poor a bargain, mademoiselle, but you 
see he had the field to himself." 

" I am greatly indebted to you for your kind interest 
in the affair, Madame Bertrand," said Agatha; "I 
am very thankful to have obtained this sum, I assure 
you." 
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" I am grieved to think that such a sran could be 
of importance/' cried the goodnatured but inquisitive 
Madame Bertrand. "Has your mamma not yet re- 
ceived her English remittances ? Dear me, I thought 
the English were aU rolling in gold I " She was run- 
ning on, not perceiving that a stranger was at the door, 
but Agatha's distressed countenance warned her that 
something was wrong, and turning round she saw a 
a lady who stood with a little girl in the doorway, and 
had unintentionally overheard the last part of the con- 
versation. 

" Oh, I beg a thousand pardons, Madame la Baronne 
de Fleurier," she exclaimed, "for not seeing you 
sooner — ^how is Madame and all her family ? well ? I 
am enchanted — and will not Madame and the^young 
lady come in and rest a little ? this," added she in the 
same breath, pointing to Agatha, " is Mdlle. Agathe, 
a young English lady, and those sweet children her 
sisters :" then, as curtseying in reply to the Baroness's 
kind smile, " they made their escape," she continued, 
" I assure you, Madame, in spite of what you heard 
me say as you came in about their poverty, they really 
are people quite comme U faut : yes, truly, and this 
young lady especially, she works so hard to help her 
mamma, for latterly, since they have got no more 
money from England, they have given up keeping a 
maid. They lodge in the same house as M. I'Abb^ 
de Fleurier, and he will tell you the same thing." 

" I must ask my cousin about them," said Madame 
de Fleurier ; " for if it be as you say, I will shew 
them some attentions. But now, Madame Bertrand, 
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let me speak to yon on the business which brought me 
here, which is to look out for a maid to assist in the 
kitchen." 

^'Ahy Madame, how fortunate and how singular I 
there is Jeannette, who has been living these two months 
with these English people, and is but just parted with : 
she is here now, and will suit you, I think, exactly. 
Mdlle. Agathe's training has not been lost on her ; she 
took great pains with her, little thinking how soon she 
would have to cook and do everything herself, poor 
dear soul !" 

"Upon my word, I am much interested for these 
strangers," said the Baroness ; " I must call on my 
cousin as I drive back — ^that girl had such a sweet face!" 

Agatha and her sisters meanwhile walked home to- 
gether, talking over their little fortune, as Clara called 
it, with renewed cheerfulness. They stopped on the 
way at the grocer's shop, to pay a bill and get one or 
two little comforts for their mother. 

" This will cheer poor mamma for the present," said 
Agatha ; " but it is only present relief : we must think 
of some further way of helping her." 

" What can we do ?" said Clara, " Mamma will not 
hear of your taking in plain work, even could you get 
any to do." 

" No ; and the convent absorbs the sale of all fancy 
works. I have given up the hope of helping in that 
way, but if you like I will presently shew you what I 
am now attempting, though I am very doubtful of 
racoess." 

" What can you be doing, Agatha, that we have not 
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seen?" cried little Emily, "you are always working 
or doing something for us, I am sure." 

" But perhaps I may have eluded your sharp eyes, 
Miss Emily, by doing something while you are asleep : 
you shall see, if you will try and keep my little at- 
tempts secret for the present, for I should like to sur- 
prise mamma." 

"Here we are at home," cried C^a, "and there, I 
declare, is the dear old Abb^ still with mamma ; how 
they are talking I" 

Agatha glanced through the open window, and when 
she saw that the Abb^ was still sitting with her mother, 
she went straight up stairs with her sisters. 

" Now, Agatha, shew us the mystery," cried Clara, 
as they entered the little bedchamber. 

Agatha drew forth a paper-case from a drawer, and 
said, as she took some sketches from it, ^^ I have some- 
times thought, if I could paint these drawings in that 
pretty delicate style our master in London taught me, 
they might perhaps be bought by some of the tourists 
who will soon be visiting this spot ; so for the last few 
mornings I have been out very early, before you were 
awake, to make these little sketches." 

The drawings were very spirited and fedthful, for 
Agatha possessed no mean talent, and had, in their 
prosperous days, enjoyed the instructions of an excel- 
lent drawing-master. The little girls were loud in their 
admiration. 

" I am sure you will be able to sell a great many 
drawings, Agatha, how clever you are I" cried Emily, 
" but do not fear, we shall keep your secret very safe." 
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When Agatha joined he^ mother, she found the 
Abh^ just rising to leave her, and heard him say as 
she entered, " Well, I expect my cousin either to-day 
or to-morrow, and then I shall have the happiness of 
iQA^ii^g you known to each other/' 

^' I am sure it will he a great pleasure to me," said 
Mrs. Courtney, putting her handkerchief to her eyes : 
" thank you, M. T Abb^, for all your kind words of 
oomfort ;'' and she stretched out her hand to him. 

Emily, who had followed her sister into the room, 
now ran up to the Abb^, exclaiming, '' I am so glad 
to see you, M. TAbbfe ! I did not see you all yester- 
day." 

" No ; I was out all the day, ma petite, but now, if 
your mamma can spare you for a little, you shall come 
and look at your favourite prints in my room." 

Mrs. Courtney at once assented, not without an in- 
voluntary glance at her eldest daughter ; and the Abb^ 
withdrew, holding Emily by the hand. 

" What a good, kind man he is T' cried Mrs. Court- 
ney ; " you don't know what a comfort he has been to 
me, Agatha, or you would not look so grave. How 
people can say that Eoraan Catholics are not religious, 
I cannot think I I wish I were half as religious as the 
good Abb^." 

^' Ohy^ do not say so, dear mamma T' cried Agatha ; 
^' his is, I fear, a false religion, which says, ' peace, 
peace, when there is no peace.' Does it not deny us 
the only real comfort in our trials — ^the Bible ?" 

** One cannot read oneself into a resigned state of 
mind," said Mrs. Courtney ; " there are so many diffi- 
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cult things in the Bible that one is not always up to its 
study ; and, as the Abb^ was rightly observing, un- 
learned persons easily fell into mistakes I" 

" But, mamma, was it not written for the unlearned 
and simple ? and is it not, in all parts essential to salva- 
tion, plain and easy, so that he who runs may read ?" 

" Well, well, I have no head for controversy," said 
Mrs. Courtney peevishly, " I was just feeling soothed 
and cheered, and now you have upset me again, 
Agatha!" 

" I am sorry, dear mamma. I will say no more." 
And Agatha sighed as she produced the packages, the 
sight of which, she rightly imagined, would best divert 
her mother's mind. 

" Why, Agatha, are you not imprudent to buy such 
a large packet of coffee? and those rolls — and white 
sugar too I My child, I thought you were the econo- 
mical one more than 1 1" 

Clara danced about with glee while these remarks 
were being made. "Ah, mamma," she cried, "you 
don't know what Agatha has been doing I may I tell, 
Agatha? It is the lovely ring she has been selling 
to a Jew from Lyons." 

" I ought to have got more for it," said Agatha, 
putting the purse containing the remainder of her store 
on the table, "but I was glad to obtain even sixty 
francs." 

" Dear child, 1 am so grieved you should have to 
part with your little treasure — the only valuable orna- 
ment you have, I believe 1" said her mother, kissing her. 

" Oh, I am only too glad to have anything to dis- 
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pose of/' said Agatha ; " if ever we get another occa- 
sion, we will try if we have nothing else to part with." 

" You know I parted with all we had that was worth 
anything, before I left England," said Mrs. Courtney, 
" except my watch ; there is always that to fiedl back 
on." 

" But we will save it if we can, dear mamma, and 
I think we may, if my plans succeed." As she spoke 
there was a knock at the door. Clara ran to open it, 
and admitted, to her great surprise, the Abb^, accom- 
panied by the lady they had seen at the inn. The 
Baroness de Fleurier was a woman of middle age, with 
sparkling black eyes and the remains of beauty, though 
looking fiur older than an English woman of her years 
would have done. She was dressed with the exquisite 
taste of a Parisian milliner, for she was recently re- 
turned from a sojourn in the "great city;" in her 
dbord was all the lively courtesy usual to her country- 
women in general, added to the grace peculiar to the 
Proven9al8. 

"Madam," said the Abb^, "I have the happiness 
of presenting to you, my cousin the Baroness de Fleu- 
rier, who has called here to-day, more on your account 
than mine." 

Mrs. Coiirtney expressed her sense of the attention, 
and her gratification at the acquaintance, but she was 
scarcely able to conceal her embarrassment at being 
£>and with the manifestations of poverty around her, 
and as the quick eye of the Baroness glanced carelessly 
round the room, she fancied that she must be taking 
an inventory of the poor furniture, and sadly compared 
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her well-worn black silk gown with the &iiltless attire 
of her visitor. But Madame de Flenrier soon put her 
at her ease by her good-humored and pleasant manners. 
" And so these are your elder daughters I" said she, 
" as to the youngest, the pretty Mdlle. Emilie, I have 
already made her acquaintance, I found her with my 
cousin, the Abb^, and she is now in the garden, widi 
my Josephine. I congratulate you, madam, on having 
such charming children, it must be a consolation und^r 
many troubles." 

"Indeed I have now no other comfort, madame," 
replied Mrs. Courtney, " things are much changed with 
me since I quitted the lovely home I once possessed, 
on the banks of the Thames ; our present lot is a very 
different one I" 

"In one respect, madam, it is difficult for me to 
feel as much as I ought for your reverses," said the 
Baroness, " I foresee that I shall find it hard to regret 
what has been the means of bringing you to our neigh- 
bourhood; we profit by your misfortune; but let us 
hope that we may in some degree reconcile you to the 
banks of the Rhone I" 

" You are very kind, I am sure I" cried Mrs. Court- 
ney, " and I am most sensible of the goodness of M. 
TAbb^ in introducing you to us." 

" Will you then, madame, do me the favour of re- 
turning my visit, and come to the chateau soon ? The 
little change may amuse the young people, and my 
daughter will be delighted to entertain them. Come 
as early in the afternoon as you can ; if the walk would 
be too much for you, I could easily send my barouche." 
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Mrs. Courtney assured her, with many thanks, that 
the walk would rather do her good, and the visit was 
arranged for the end of the week. They all accom- 
panied their visitors to the garden in search of the two 
children, whom they found in conversation with a young 
gentlemen who was leaning over the paling. 

"Ah, there is my son," said Madame de Fleurier, 
" he is just returning from a shooting expedition, and 
seeing our carriage at the door, has stopped, I suppose, 
in order that we may save him the walk home. Rai- 
mond,'' said she, raising her voice — ^her son looked up, 
and immediately joined her. He was a fine young 
man, of five or six and twenty. His diaaseur's cap 
sat lightly over the black and slightly-curled hair, 
which shaded a countenance whose rather deep- set eye 
and handsome animated features, were characteristic of 
his country. His active, slender figure, though not 
tall, was not however low-sized, as is often the case 
with natives of the south of France. Altogether, 
Baimond was a more genuine Proven9al than his mo- 
ther, whose Parisian education had somewhat polished 
away the enthusiastic fervour of her southern blood. 
At a hint from his mother, the young baron offered 
the game he carried in his bag to Mrs. Courtney, and 
with mutual civilities the party separated. 



CHAPTER IV. 

Though Agatha rather dreaded the intimacy which 
she foresaw was likely to follow from the acquaintance 
with the family of De Fleurier, she could not help 
feeling some pleasure at the little variety afforded by 
their visit. Her life had been for the last few weeks 
one of incessant household occupation, (except the 
moments snatcl^ed from sleep, which she devoted to her 
drawings,) and the prospect of one holiday, made her 
spirits rise in spite of herself^ and she could not repress 
a little smile of pride as she took out the only white 
dress she had preserved, and which her own hands had 
washed and ironed. 

No ornament remained to her now, nor did she wish 
for «ny; but she found a ribbon to tie round litde 
Emily's waist ; while Mrs. Courtney arrayed' herself 
in the best that was left of a once elegant wardrobe, 
not without a sigh at the recollection of it. 

" I wish, Agatha," she observed, " that you had 
not made me sell everything I had that was really 
handsome, before we left England ; I hardly like ap- 
pearing before Madame de Fleurier in this old grey silk." 

" Why, mamma, we wanted the money sadly for our 
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journey, you know, and Madame de Fleurier will, no 
doubt, be very glad to see you in your grey dress ; if 
she does notj I, for one, shall not value her acquaint- 
ance." 

' " Well, my love, it cannot now be helped, at any 
rate. Come Emily, it is time to go, and do not keep 
running and jumping all the way, or you will over- 
heat yourself, and not be fit to be seen." 

" Mdlle. Emily has such overflowing spirits to-day," 
said the Abb^, who was about to accompany them, 
" that they are ready to escape by her feet I ah, happy 
age, when such trifles give pleasure so keen I" 

Mrs. Courtney smiled, and taking her little girl's 
hand, they commenced the ascent to the chateau, for 
the road was uphill nearly the whole way, and some- 
what fatiguing therefore, on a warm morning like the 
present. It was now the beginning of May, and on 
&yorable days, when the wind was not sharp, some- 
thing of the fabled climate of Provence was realized 
by the strangers, and even Mrs. Courtney owned that 
it was really delightful. The pale yellowish-grey hue 
of the rocks, which in winter had looked so cold and 
bleak, now contrasted well with the brilliant blue of 
the swift-flowing river, which, swelled by the melted 
snow £rom the northern hills, now dashed rapidly past 
its steep banks, while the clustered houses that formed 
the little town of St. Andr^ peeped forth from the fruit 
trees that surrounded them, and added to the cheerful 
beauty of the scene. 

The Chateau des Roches was beautifully situated 
upon a steep cliff, sheltered from the cold blasts by 

d2 
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others still more lofty, which rose above it on one side, 
while, on the other, the ledges of rock, which sloped 
down almost to the edge of the river, had been made 
into a terraced garden, in whose sunny nooks the 
orange-trees gave forth a delicious perfume. The ex- 
pected guests were warmly received by Madame de 
Fleurier at the door. 

" You must be quite tired with the toilsome ascent 
to our lofty perch!" said she, "you shall not go a 
step further till you have rested ; let us all sit down 
here, instead of adjourning to the salon." 

They sat down accordingly in the wide porch, which 
was adorned with splendid oleanders and orange trees 
growing in large vases, placed alternately with statues, 
between the pillars, in the old French style. The 
Baroness now called for her daughter Josephine, a girl 
about eleven or twelve years old, looking much more 
pleasing in her garden costume, than as they had seen 
her before, in her Parisian bonnet. Certainly she was 
more like the shepherdess of romance that Clara used 
to dream of, as she tripped up the terrace steps, in her 
white muslin jacket and wide-brimmed straw hat, tied 
with a pink ribbon, while her black hair hung down 
her back in long plaits; she was not pretty, but 
sprightly and interesting in countenance and manners, 
and greeted her young acquaintance with an easy and 
graceful cordiality whict is rarely found in English 
girls of her age. 

The Abb^ had been received with much pleasure by 
his relations, with whom he was evidently on the most 
confidential terms. 
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" When I return from Paris," said Madame ie Fleu- 
rier, "my cousin, the Abbfe, is wont to forsake his 
solitary lodging, and spend some months at the cha- 
teau, but now he tells me that he intends to remain 
there for some weeks longer ; so you see, Madame, I 
haye a powerful rival in you I" 

*'I am sure," said Mrs. Courtney, "our loss will 
be great when M. T Abb^ deserts us 1 we were very 
desolate at first, with no one to speak to, and his 
society has been so great a pleasure I" 

" T must hope that we shall often entice you hither 
when our good friend has left St. Andr^ for the cha- 
teau," said the Baroness ; " but Josephine, my love, 
these yoimg ladies would perhaps like to see your room 
while their mamma and I are chatting here ; you can 
introduce them to your governess, and shew them all 
your little treasures that you brought from Paris." 

Clara and Emily willingly accompanied Mdlle. Jose- 
phine to the pretty and elegantly furnished room, which 
was indeed as unlike a school-room as could well be 
imagined, and the numerous pictures, books, and musical 
instruments, with which her mother's affection had 
liberally supplied her, amused them well till dinner 
time. - At dinner the young Baron appeared, but no 
other guests joined the party. 

The evening was too tempting to be spent in doors, 
and they all again repaired to the garden and took their 
coffee " en plein-air,*' as the Baroness said, with the en- 
joyment of a most lovely view of mountain and river. 

"There's a scene for you, Agatha!" cried Clara, 
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as the lengthening rays of the sun lit up the opposite 
banks of the " arrowy Rhone." 

" Oh yes I" observed Emily, forgetting her promise 
of secrecy, " that would just do for one of the beautiful 
paintings you are at work upon I" 

" Ah, Mdlle. Agatha is an artist," said Madame de 
Fleurier, looking up from her work frame, "I trust 
we shall one day see he* productions." 

" You ought to come here and sketch," said Rai- 
mond, approaching Agatha's seat, " you can nowhere 
find better points of view ; I am a miserable dauber 
myself, but I understand what would make a good 
picture in better hands." 

" You must not believe what my little sister says of 
my performances, M. de Fleurier, or you will be much 
disappointed," said Agatha smiling. 

" No, no, Agatha !" exclaimed the little girl who 
had heard the remark, '' he would not be disappointed ; 
and indeed if your drawings were not very clever, how 
could you expect to sell them ?" 

"Sell them I" cried Mrs. Courtney, starting: her 
words were echoed by the rest of the party, while 
Emily, recollecting herself too late, said, " Oh, I quite 
forgot, I was not to tell I" 

Agatha was now obliged to explain ; she was less 
afraid of the strangers than of her mother, for she 
imagined rightly that through the Abb^, they were 
acquainted with the present embarrassed state of the 
family, and would hardly be surprised at her eflfbrts 
to increase the slender purse; but Mrs. Courtney's 
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ideas were quite different from those of most Frencli 
people on the subject of doing anything for bread. It 
was to her therefore that Agatha addressed her apology 
and explanation. 

" Indeed, dear mamma, I only concealed my little 
plan, lest if it failed, I should occasion you disappoint- 
ment. I thought, while our embarrassments continued,* 
that no stone should be left unturned : you know it is 
not like stitching shirts, or going to service, it is only 
exercising an accomplishment.'' 

** But how could you dream of selling pictures here, 
my dear child ? Or how could I think of letting you 
hawk them about the country, even were there a chance 
of success?" 

" I never thought of such a thing, mamma ; it is 
Madame Bertrand at the inn who has promised to 
undertake the offering of my little productions for sale 
to the tourists who visit St. Andre. Among them we 
we might find purchasers, I hope." 

" I am sure," said the Baron, " we shall have double 
pleasure in looking at your portfolio, whenever you 
indulge us with a sight of it, now that we know the 
noble view with which you undertook the task." 

" And do you know she goes out at six in the morn- 
ing to make her sketches I" cried Emily, (who now 
began to think she had done her sister a service, and 
might as well tell all she knew,) '^ and then she works 
so hard to paint at them before mamma is down to 
breakfast, because now that we have no servant she 
lias to do everything for us, you know, it is no wonder 
she is tired when night comes." 
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Agatha blushed, and tried to stop the chatterer in 
vain : luckily Madame de Fleurier was too occupied in 
talking to Mrs. Courtney, condoling with her on her 
present uncomfortable situation, and praising hex 
daughters, to notice her confusion; but Raimond, 
though he had the good taste to say nothing, could 
not prevent his countenance from expressing the ad- 
miration with which such devoted conduct inspired 
him. To relieve Agatha's embarrassment, however, 
he presently walked away on the pretext of gathering 
her a bunch of the fragrant orange-blossoms, which 
she had been admiring a short time before. 

As he put them into her hand, he could not help 
contrasting her with the young ladies of the Parisian 
salons, and wondering what it was that gave such an 
indescribable charm to the young Englishwoman, — ^it 
was not her beauty, for he had seen many handsomer ; 
perhaps it was the simplicity and frankness of her 
manner, combined with the sweet repose of expression 
so rarely found in the votaries of the gay world, and 
which was characteristic of Agatha's countenance when 
she was silent. 

"Mamma," said Josephine, after the guests had 
left them, " I think Mdlle. Agatha is like that Ma- 
donna which hangs in your room." 

" She is not so handsome as Raphael's Madonna, my 
dear I" said Madame de Fleurier. 

"Perhaps not; but she has that calm sweet look," 
persisted Josephine, " and then her soft braids of light 
hair — altogether she seems to me to have a saint-like 
expression, especially when she is not speaking." 
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" Well, you are right there," said her mother, " I 
£mcy she is very serious too ; she would be just the 
girl for a convent I I wish I could persuade her to 
enter one : would it not be a good deed, cousin, if we 
converted the little heretic ?" 

" Her mother will be an easier task," said the Abb^ : 
"however, if you could succeed with Agatha, it would 
be the greater triumph from its difficulty, and I per- 
fectly agree with you that she would be suited to a 
religions life in many respects." 

The young Baron's voice expressed (more strongly 
than his words) his disapprobation of this idea, as he 
remarked that he could not conceive any woman being 
really happy in a convent, for that the only persons 
fitted for monastic life were gloomy fanatics, who could 
never be happy anywhere, and pointing to the white 
walls and dark cypresses of St. Catherine's, now almost 
the only objects discernible in the deepening twilight, 
he added, " For my part, I long for the time when 
that fine building shall be levelled to the dust, so that 
no more victims to fanaticism and bigotry can be im- 
prisoned within its walls, and believe me, such a time 
will come I" he spoke with unusual warmth, for he 
rarely alluded to these subjects before the Baronesse. 

" Dear Raimond," said his mother, " I know your 
sad prejudices on this subject, but let me beg that at 
least you will not discuss them in presence of your 
young sister." 

" Poor child, I suppose I must let them make a fool 
of you like otlier women 1" said he, stroking Jose- 
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phine's hair. ^^ Bnt, mother, I cannot hold my peace 
if you put Josephine into a convent one day." 

" My Josephine l" said his mother. " No fear ; she 
is an only daughter, — I could not part with her : and 
besides, she has no vocation, — a little .giddy creature. 
It was Madlle. Agatha who struck me as suited to con- 
vent life, partly from her serious expression, and partly 
from something she said." 

" What was it ?" said Raimond anxiously, 

" Why, I was observing to her how beautifol the 
sky looked just at sunset, and how the tints seemed to 
baffle the painter's skill. She whispered, ^ It makes 
one think of a better world ;' and I saw a tear glisten- 
ing in her eye. I then thought she was made for a 
religieuse. 

Raimond turned away as his mother ceased speaking ; 
but perhaps it was well for him that the dusk prevented 
her seeing the emotion he could scarcely have con- 
cealed. 



CHAPTER V. 



Meanwhile the subject of their conversation was pon- 
dering in her mind whether she had done right or wrong 
in accepting Madame de Fleurier's invitation to come 
over again very soon, in order to take some of the 
views which had been so mnch admired. It would not 
have been easy to refuse, for she had been asked with 
real kindness, and every sort of convenience ofiFered to 
her, — ^the Baroness only insisting on seeing the con- 
tents of her portfolio as a reward. On the whole, 
Agatha thought she had done the best thing under the 
circumstances, in accepting the invitation, for her young 
sisters had been so warmly pressed by Josephine to 
come and amuse themselves with her, and their mother 
had caught so eagerly at the intimacy, that it was vain 
to think of avoiding it ; and it certainly seemed better 
that she should be with Clara and Emily, than that 
they should be thrown among Roman Catholics without 
her. Yet still Agatha's heart was troubled. She 
feared her motives might not be quite pure — ^that the 
pleasure to herself mingled in her wish to go to the 
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chateau. It could hardly indeed be otherwise ; but she 
prayed earnestly to be guided aright from day to day, 
and, if it were her Heavenly Father's will, to be granted 
the comfort of some Christian consolation and aid ; for 
she felt daily more and more the lonely position in 
which she stood. Her mother's religion, always second 
to her worldly interests, now seemed turning to a sen- 
timental admiration of the Roman Catholic ceremonies 
and so-called piety, which made Agatha tremble both 
for her and for the children. Their little Sunday ser- 
vice, though Mrs. Courtney did not like absolutely to 
give it up, had sunk into a mere form : at least it was 
only Agatha and Clara who considered it as other than 
an irksome duty. 

" Oh, how I do wish there were a really Christian 
church here T' exclaimed Agatha one day, about a 
week after their visit to the chateau, as she and Clara 
were taking a long walk together, very early in the 
morning before Mrs. Courtney was out of bed. 

^ A Christian church I Do you not think the Roman 
Catholic churches Christian, then, Agatha ?" said her 
sister. 

" No, reaUy, Clara ! I don't mean to be uncharita- 
ble, but only remember the chapel at St. Andrfe : it is 
full of shrines to saints and virgins,— only a small part 
of the worship is devoted to God, and that part so de- 
filed with superstition and corruptions that the Almighty 
is dishonoured in the observance of them. Do you re- 
member, Clara, what the prophet Isaiah says of the 
Jews, when they had mingled idolatry and sin with the 
pure religion of their fathers ? * Your new moons and 
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your appointed feasts my soul hateth, they are a trou- 
ble unto me, I am weary to bear them.' " 

" I wish mamma did not admire their ways so 
much," said Clara ; "do you know when we were last 
at the chateau, she and Madame de Fleurier settled to 
visit the convent next Wednesday ?" 

" Well," said Agatha, " it is a natural curiosity to 
wish to see a convent ; I went to visit one in Paris 
with one of our friends, during the week we spent 
there last winter, but it did not make a Roman Catholic 
of me : quite the contrary." 

" It is different with you and mamma," observed 
Clara, "she is so fond of all their ceremonies, and 
seems to think them so very religious : now you tell 
me it is chiefly outward show I" 

" And so it is, dearest I" cried Agatha ; " oh, may 
we both be kept from falling into this or any other spi- 
ritual snare !" 

" You need not fear for me, Agatha, I shall not be 
caught by their flatteries while I have you." 

*' Ah, you must lean on a stronger arm than mine," 
said her sister, involuntarily squeezing the hand she 
held ; and she raised her heart in supplication that a 
better protector than her weak self, might watch over 
her young sister. 

" Look there, Agatha I" exclaimed Clara, presently, 
" do you see that pretty little church, without a cross 
on it. Can it be a Protestant church ?" 

Agatha looked up, and perceived at the foot of a steep 
hill, a pretty village with a small white church at one 
end : owing to the winding of their path, and the rocks 
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that had intercepted the view, it was not until quite 
close, that a sadden turn had allowed them to see it. 

A shepherd lad passing at this moment, paused to 
look at the rare sight of strange ladies in his secluded 
valley. As he leaned on his crook and gazed at them, 
the thought occurred to Agatha to ask him some ques- 
tions. She had learned enough of the Proven9al dialect 
from Jeannette to be able to say a few sentences on or- 
dinary subjects, and comprehend the answers to them ; 
but the shepherd-boy, surprized and pleased at hearing 
a lady address him in his own tongue, poured out such 
a flood of replies that she was soon at fault ; on seeing 
which, he said in very good French, that he had been 
at school and knew how to read — ^that this hamlet was 
called Valen9y, and was chiefly inhabited by Pro- 
testants ; and that of late years, some persons of the 
neighbouring villages had sent their children across the 
mountains to the pastor's school. 

" Oh heaven be praised I" cried Agatha, " it is then 
as I hoped, and we have found a Christian place of 
worship at last 1" She thanked the shepherd for his 
information, and they proceeded to the village where 
they resolved to ask leave to rest at some cottage before 
turning homewards ; accordingly they paused before 
one at whose door a neat looking woman was standing 
with a child in her arms. She bade them welcome in 
a friendly cheerful voice, but before they could enter 
her door, a gentleman, who was passing by, called to 
her, and she instantly turned round, with an apology 
to the visitors, and went to meet him. 

'^ I am sure it is the Pastor the boy was speaking 
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o^" whispered Agatha to her sister^ and as she spake 
the stranger approached, and the woman confirmed her 
conjecture by saying, "It is Monsieur le Pasteur 
Marcel, ladies." 

The minister of Valen9y was a man about fifty years 
of age, of mild unpretending manners, and a counte- 
nance at once highly intellectual and benevolent ; he 
had had for twenty years the spiritual charge of this 
retired spot, and was permitted to reap some precious 
fimit from his faithful labours in the cause of his Divine 
Master. There were now some true Christians at 
Valen9y, where before his arrival there had been but a 
handful of cold and nominal Protestants. 

" You have walked all the way firom St. AndrS, 
mademoiselle," said he, "so Nanette tells me, if so 
you must surely be tired ?" 

" We were about to rest in the cottage of this good 
woman," said Agatha smiling. 

" And I hardly like to rob her of her guests," said 
M. Marcel, "but I think as pastor of the village, I 
have the first claim on strangers ; let me then beg you 
to come with me — ^my house is close by, and my wife 
was just preparing breakfast, — a cup of coffee would 
refresh you after your walk." 

The girls looked at each other, divided between the 
fear of their mother's being uneasy at a prolonged 
absence, and the wish of accepting so friendly an invi- 
tation; M. Marcel guessed their objection, however, 
and kindly removed it by telling them that his son was 
just going to walk to St. Andr^ on an errand, and 
would leave a message for them. This being settled 
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they were conduct to the Pastor's humble but cheerM 
looking residence, and introduced to his wife, a pleasing 
woman, a good deal younger than himself, and a group 
of children who were assembled in the garden round a 
small table, where coffee, milk and bread were spread 
for breakfast. Madame Marcel received her unexpected 
visitors with unembarrassed cordiality, and made them 
sit down while she sent one of her little girls for some 
fi*uit to add to the simple meaL It was not long before 
Agatha felt quite at her ease, and disposed to confide 
in the new friends thus sent to her in the time of need. 
A few questions as to how they liked St. Andr^, and 
so forth, on the part of their entertainers, served to 
draw from Agatha some account of their isolated condi- 
tion, as regarded social worship, or Christian commxmioiiy 
and the good Pastor was evidently more struck with the 
danger of the young people's position than she herself 
had been. He suspected the mother to be weak or 
worldly, and in that case he knew better than Agallia, 
what dangers surrounded them. 

" Your's is indeed a position of great difficulty," said 
M. Marcel, '^ and one I can well appreciate ; I know 
something of the family at Des Roches, and have 
little doubt they intend to try and bring over some, if 
not all of you to their church, and it behoves you 
to stand on your guard, and not trust in your own 
strength.'* 

*' But surely," cried Agatha, " you would not have 
me attribute all Madame de Fleurier's kindness to these 
secret motives ?" 

'^ No mademoiselle, it would be most uncharitable to 
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do SO ; I believe her to be a truly amiable and good- 
natured woman, and one who wonld show civility to 
strangers nnder any circmnstances. Bat she is a 
bigoted Romanist, and much under the influence of her 
eoosin the Abbd, who has already had but too much 
success among foreigners.'' 

" How I^-do you then know of any one perverted 
through him?" said Agatha. 

*^ An English family, long resident at Avignon 
(where he formerly resided), glory in attributing their 
adoption into the Romish Church to his efforts ; and I 
know (through a brother pastor) of some young German 
girls who are now in a convent at Paris, through the 
same instrumentality." 

" Oh, my poor sisters I What will become of them 1" 
exclaimed Agatha, her eyes filling with tears. Then 
recollecting that she was unintentionally throwing as- 
persions on her mother, she stopped short. 

** Well, my dear mademoiselle, you are at least for- 
wamed of your danger ; and what is fer more, you ap- 
pear to me to know where to look for support and aid 
in your trials." 

" Indeed," said Agatha, " I do know my own utter 
insufficiency to take care of myself, much more of 
others; but I trust that He who stretched forth his 
hand to Peter when he was sinking, will not abandon 
me on account of my too often weak faith I I believe 
He has sent me help this very day, in conducting us 
here, for we stand much in need of counsel and sym- 
pathy." 
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Madame Marcel took her Land kindly as she spoke, 
and the elder children clustered round Clara with 
friendly looks and invitations to her to come "very 
<^ten and see them/' 

" I hope we may be able to come to your church on 
Sundays," said Agatha. " It would be such a privilege 
to us to join once more in public worship." 

" Yes, indeed," added Clara, "only think, Agatha! 
It is nearly five months since we have been at church." 

" Dear children !" said M. Marcel warmly, " I love 
to hear you speak thus. May the Lord who has guided 
you hitherto still watch over your steps I Yes, come 
if possible on Sunday and join in our prayers. After 
service you will spend an hour or two with us ; you 
can talk over your difficulties and troubles, and we will 
read a little of the Holy Book together. It is thus that 
fellow-pilgrims should aid and cheer each other, you 
know. And do not fear lest your mother should be 
annoyed at your visiting strangers without her, for I 
will take care to call at your residence before Sunday, 
so that I shall be no stranger." 

It was now time to be setting fcjrth homewards, and 
with many expressions of kindness their new friends at 
length suffered them to depart. It was noon when 
they reached St. Andr^, but as Mrs. Courtney had 
received the Pastor's message she was not uneasy at 
their long absence. 

" Dearest mamma, I am so sorry you have had the 
trouble of making breakfast," cried Agatha, " and that 
we have left you so long too I But when we had got 
as far as Valency, I thought it better to rest thoroughly 
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before we returned, especially as we were so kindly- 
treated." 

"Oh yes, mamma," interrupted Clara. "Do you 
know we Lave found a Protestant village, and there is 
a clergyman there — such a good, kind man, and his 
wife too seems a very nice person." 

" I believe those French Protestants are usually ra- 
ther a low set of people," said Mrs. Courtney. 

" Indeed I don't think you would say so of M. Mar- 
cel," said Agatha ; " but at all events it will be a great 
comfort to join once more in public worship, and Va- 
len9y is not so very far as you might think : it was our 
losing our way that made us so late." 

" Well, I suppose you can go if you like, my dear ; 
but you know it is no more your own Church than the 
chapel of St. AndrS." 

" Surely, there is a much closer resemblance, mamma, 
for we shall hear the Gospel read and preached instead 
of a service conducted in Latin : and we shall join in 
praying to our Maker through His Son alone, instead 
of asking the intercession of saints and angels, or ador- 
ing the Virgin. Oh mamma, I wish you would come 
with us I" 

" I could not walk such a distance, my love !" said 
Mrs. Courtney uneasily : " besides, Madame de Fleurier 
is going to take me a drive next Sunday." 

Agatha was silent. She wondered whether she ought 
to put her mother on her guard, or whether it were 
already too late. While she was hesitating, however, 
Clara spared her the trouble of a decision. 

" Mamma," she said, " do you know we must take 

E 2 
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care of our kind, polite old Abbd, for we find he is 
very clever at perverting people, especially foreigners I" 

" Perverting I What do you mean, child ?" 

"Why, waking them turn Papists," said CIara» 
looking wonderingly at Agatha. 

" Yon should not use so harsh an expression, Clara,'' 
said her mother, " for if the Abb^ has converted any 
persons to bis church, it could only be with the purest 
intentions ; of course he thinks his church the best/' 

" But people may conscientiously do a wrong thing," 
said Agatha. 

" Really, Agatha, I have no head for controversy, 
as I am always telling you," said Mrs. Courtney im- 
patiently, " and if your good M. Marcel can only teach 
yon to be uncharitable and to think ill of my friends I 
shall not be inclined to cultivate his acquaintance. 
But I had rather speak of something else. The Ba- 
roness has been so kind about your pictures, Agatha. 
She wrote me a note this morning begging to have 
your portfolio to-night, as she is to have a number of 
Pigisian friends with her, and hopes to dispose of them 
at higher pices than the woman at the inn could pos- 
sibly obtain for you. Unluckily there were some of 
the best in Madame Bertrand's hand, however ; but I 
sent all I could find, and I expect you will get some- 
thing handsome. Madame de Fleurier's delicate way 
of arranging it almost reconciled me to my child's gain- 
ing money by her pencil." 

" I am sure she is very kind," said Agatha ; " and 
we certainly need money sadly. I wonder we don't 
hear from Mortimer : he ought to call on your man of 



QUICKSANDS ON FOREIGN SHORES. 53 

business and enquire why our remittances have not 
been sent since January. Now I must go and see 
about our dinner ; I suppose if this state of things goes 
on long, I shall become a tolerable cook in the econo- 
mical line/' 

It was well for Agatha that she had these domestic 
cares at present, for she had painful thoughts and fears, 
enough to make these necessary occupations quite a 
blessing. 

M. Marcel called on the next day, which was Satur- 
day. Mrs. Courtney could not say he was otherwise 
than gentlemanly and pleasing, but the few remarks he 
dropped on the subject of religion could find no echo in 
her h^art, and she was relieved when his short visit 
was over. He saw that in the present state of things, 
it was only to the young people that he had a chance 
of b^g useful, and he was thankful that their mother 
allowed the two elder ones to go to his church as they 
desired. (Emily was quite willing to stay with her 
mother.) 



CHAPTER VI. 

% €nBx)^u Culm. 

One day, not very long after the discovery of the Pro- 
testant Church at Valen9y, Agatha was obKged to set 
out on an expedition into the town to procure various 
necessaries from the market of St. Andr^. It was 
quite early in the day, but already the heat was op- 
pressive, and she would not aUow Clara to accompany 
her on that account, but left her to prepare the coffee 
for her mother, who was meanwhile sitting under the 
shady vine trellises with the Abb^. The Baroness had 
disposed of several of Agatha's drawings amongst her 
friends, so that a sum had been obtained sufficient to 
provide common comforts for a short time, and they 
still hoped every day that a letter from Mortimer must 
arrive and clear up the mystery of the delayed remit- 
tances. They were not therefore so much weighed 
down with poverty as during the eight previous months, 
and this being the cheapest season, and one in which 
very little either of candles or firing was required, 
Agatha had yielded to her mother's wishes and hired a 
woman twice a week to wash and assist in the coarser 
labours of the house. Still she had plenty to do ; in 
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the heat of summer, — ^in a small lodging, she had to 
spend many an hour in household cares, when longing 
to take her work or drawing into the shade of the 
arbour, and sit quiet all day ; but the faith which was 
the Polar star of Agatha's life, guided her on in the 
weary routine of an existence uncheered by the confi- 
dence and sympathy which should ever exist between 
mother and daughter, and which would, she felt, have 
rendered all labours as light as a feather. But this bless- 
ing being denied, she strove to be cheerful — ^grateful 
she had ever been — ^for the many which remained, and 
for the new one recently granted in the privilege now 
weekly enjoyed, of attending a place of Christian wor- 
ship with Clara, and of conversing afterwards with the 
Pastor of Valen9y and his family, whose merits had 
not, she found, been over-estimated on a first acquaint- 
ance. The great clock of St. Andr^ struck ten before 
Agatha had made all her purchases, — and by this time 
her basket was so heavy, that the compassion of the 
good-humoured bustling market women was excited for 
the slender arm that was to carry it. 

" It is really too much for you, mademoiselle," said 
one of them, whose nice little country cheese had been 
with difficulty squeezed among the other articles into 
the basket; — "you ought to let your maid come to 
market with you." 

" Just now I am without one," said Agatha simply. 

** Dear me I such a delicate looking young lady too I 
I declare I must carry it up the street for you, myself." 

Agatha thanked the good-natured woman, but would 
not allow her to leave her stall, and said she should get 
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home very well. When she had left the shelter of the 
narrow street, however, and reached the path, hot, and 
dusty, and steep, which led to their residence, she began 
to feel exhausted, and sat down to rest before com- 
mencing the toilsome walk up the hill. A voice beside 
her, presenUy, roused her from the reyerie into which 
she had fidlen, as she sat on a projecting rock whieh 
overlooked the river, and raising her head, she per* 
ceived the Baron de Flenrier. 

" What can tempt you to sit here Mdlle. Agatha I" 
he exclaimed, ^^ in the fuU blaze of such a sun as this? 
could you find no more shady spot for your meditationg,^ 
he added smiling, as he placed himself beside her ; ^' or 
were you taking a view in your sketch-book ? but the 
glare is too great for that." 

" Oh I was only resting on my way from the town, 
where I have been doing some errands that could not 
be delayed till evening,'' said Agatha, rising to proceed 
on her walk, but she could not do so without the fianm'i 
instantly perceiving the heavy basket. She blushed a 
little, — not that she was ashamed of their poverty, 
which she knew was well known to the De Fleurier 
£Eunily, — but that she expected he would ofier to relieve 
her of her burden. '* Indeed, Monsieur, I wish yon 
would let me go on alone," said she, as he took her 
burden from her hand, '* every one here is used to seeing 
me carrying parcels and baskets by this time, but they 
may think it odd to see you laden with three day's pro- 
vision for a family I" 

^' Mdlle. Agatha," replied Raimond, ^' it would be my 
duty to assist any lady, whom I met thus overladen, no 
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matter who she might be, — to assist you I need hardly 
say is a privilege !" Agatha tamed away her head as 
he spoke, bat she seemed to see his look notwith- 
standiiig. 

They walked on in silence for a few minutes, and 
then he said in his usual tone, " I was on my way to 
bnng your mother what I imagine will not be unwel- 
e(Hiie, — namely, a letter I" 

** A letter I" cried Agatha. ** Ah, could it be from 
England." 

** Yes," said he, " the post was in earlier than usual 
to day, and I happened to be at the office to enquire 
for my mother's letters, so I thought of asking if there 
were, any for Mrs. Courtney, and the postmaster en- 
trusted this to me." He gave her a letter as he spoke, 
which Agatha knew to be from her brother. 

**Who knows but this may be my last day of 
drodgery !" said she, '^ we never can tell what is be- 
fine us." 

*' Confess that you are dying with curiosity to break 
the seal," said Raimond. 

^ Why I shall learn all it can tell in a quarter of an 
hour at frirthest, and even my female curiosity will 
hdld out that time." 

^ At least you do not think it will bring news that 
will recall yoa to England?" said he anxiously. 

^ I do not suppose so, nothing can be more unlikely. 
I wish indeed" — She stopped abruptly. 

^ Not to leave France already I trust, Mdlle. Agatha — 
or are yoa tired of Provence so soon, and of us ?" 

^ I have met with too much kindness to leave St. 
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Andrd with indifiSerence^'* said she^ ^ it is a lovel j spot 
and <»ie in which the evils of poTerty sit lighter than 
they would in the north, — hot — there are reasons — nrf 
sisters^ — I would rather hare had them in England on 
some accoonts ; however, I assure yon there is nothing 
more unlikely T' 

" That is good news for your Provencal friends," said 
he. " I hope we may persuade you to naturalize your- 
selves in time ; it is so rare to hear an EInglish person 
speak French as you do, that I think we have really a 
claim upon you.'' 

^^ Here we are at home," said Agatha, ^' I am quite 
ashamed that you have been carrying that heavy baskel 
all this time, M. de Fleurier," — she added, takiog il 
from his hand, which seemed reluctant to give it up. 

^^ It is a pretty looking burden," said he, lifting om 
end of the cover with a smile, ^^ those fruits are fit for i 
picture, and that salad looks delicious, — ^prepared b} 
your hands it would be excellent I am certain, — I con- 
fess I envy Mrs. Courtney her dinner to>day ! But ] 
declare I am keeping you standing in this broiling sun 
instead of opening the door for you, — I suppose I mus 
say adieu, — and I hope I may add au revoirl" 

Agatha walked slowly up stairs, and by the time sh< 
reached their sitting room, had forgotten the importan 
letter she was carrying. A quiet smile rested on hei 
countenance as she entered and mechanically set he 
basket on the table : a sort of half consciousness of ih( 
favourable impression she had made on the young Baroi 
began to dawn on her mind, and it was impossibl 
not to feel gratified by it ; had she indeed been awan 
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how serious the regard had already become, in his 
ardent and affectionate disposition, she would have been 
startled — ^and the danger of the case, the evils threaten- 
ing both parties, would have immediately struck her ; 
bat her modest estimate of her own attractions, and 
perhaps a too great confidence in the impossibility of 
her ever becoming attached to a Koman Catholic, put 
her off her guard, and led her to treat the whole thing 
very lightly. After a few moments reflection, she even 
Uamed herself for fancying that Raimond had any pre- 
ference for her, and resolved to consider his manner 
only as the natural liveliness and gallantry of a de- 
scendant of the Troubadours I Dismissing the subject 
therefore, with a little self-reproach for her vanity, she 
hastily produced the letter, and sent Clara, who was 
writing at the window, to take it to her mother, who 
was still in the garden. 

Mrs. Courtney presently came in quite agitated with 
joy at its contents, " Oh Agatha, my dear child, — it is 
all right at last I how happy I am to be sure ; here I 
read the letter." 

Agatha took it, but her mother related the news 
quicker than she could read them. 

** It was certainly very inattentive of Mortimer not 
to leave his address in town when he went to Scotland ; 
it showed how little he cared for his sisters, I think. 
That was the mischief you see, — ^when poor Mr. Green, 
my man of business, died suddenly, of course all his 
papers were left in sad confiision, and his nephew, the 
executor, could not find my direction here, and did not 
know where to send my remittance. And Mortimer, 
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very selfishly I must say, thinking only of the So 
heiress he was oomiing, goes off and gets married 
makes a wedding tour in the highlands, and so 
without leaving orders to have any of his letter 
warded, so now, when he returns to London, he 
letters eight months old awaiting him, and I can 
he expresses much contrition for his neglect. 

'^ Well, all is right at last," said Agatha, as sc 
her mother ceased speaking, "and we have i: 
reason to thank our Heavenly Father for hringii 
through this short trial of poverty without the addi 
cares that might have made it so much heavier. 

" Really, Agatha, I don't see how things coulc 
have been worse : but I am as thankful as you an 
it is over ; you can step down to the inn this ev 
when it is cool, and ask about a servant ; you nee 
slave any more, poor child I" 

*' Oh, mamma," cried Emily, " may I not go 1 
chateau to tell Josephine our good news ?" 

** Not to-day, my dear, it is too hot ; to-morrow 
be cooler ; but you may run and tell our good Al 
you want sympathy in our happiness." 

When evening had begun to cool the air, A 
set out on her errand about the servant, this tin 
companied by Clara ; they passed the Abb^ on hif 
to the chateau, whither Mrs. Courtney had beer 
inclined to accompany him, but had yielded to h 
vice not to fatigue herself while still agitated, I 
rest in the garden, and divert her mind with a vei 
teresting little book which he had been " speaki 
the day before." The &ct was, the Abb^ wan 



■ 
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little private oonversation witli bis cousin, and therefore 
praferred making his visit alone. 

^ £ am very glad to see yon," the Baroness exclaimed, 
as he entered : '^ it is three days since we have met, 
tad I want to know when yon mean to leave that dull 
litde room of yours, and come to the chateau." 

"Whenever yon please,'' said the Ahhd, smiling; 
^ I am at your service now ; I have no longer any fear 
of Mrs. Courtney's remaining contented as she is ; she 
win be oonstantly over here when I am settled with 
you^ for she cannot now pass a day without conversing 
with me on religious topics, and I think she is rapidly 
beecmiing Catholic in heart" 

" But, my dear Abb^ we must make her avow her 
diange — ^people must not be ashamed of the honour and 
blessedness of the only true Church I" 

" In a little while there will be no diflSculty," she 
replied : " but we must not hurry her ; it is a very 
important step, and I think that it would be well if you 
took her to visit the sisters of St. Catherine to morrow : 
you have long been meaning to do so I know." 

" I would have taken her there long since," said the 
Baroness, '* but that I feared the appearance of austerity 
might shock her ; you know how different people are 1 
There is Agatha, for instance, if anything in our re- 
UgKHi can attract her, it will be the austerities I think : 
far she despises that pomp and rich adornment so suit- 
able to churches, and which her mother is especially 
delighted with ; I fancy I shall catch her by the attrac- 
tion of a life of charity, severity, and poverty, after all : 
it is a subject I have never tried with her." 
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" Try all means, dear cousin ; but I fear Agatha 18 
not to be easily won : however, a woman may succeed 
where a man fails, and she has distrusted me from the firBt** 

** Ungrateful child I little knowing that you are thft 
best friend her family ever hadl but let us return i», 
the mother.'^ 

" Yes, my influence is now far greater than her's wiA 
Mrs. Courtney." 

" I cannot wonder at that," said the Baroness : "I 
only wonder at your not exerting it ftirther. Ton 
look surprised, my dear Abbe, but how can you suffisr 
Mrs. Courtney to allow her daughters to attend the 
heretic minister's preaching at Valen9y ? I should have 
fancied you might have induced her to make some pre- 
text for keeping them away, if you did not like urging 
her to forbid it absolutely ; for you know M. Marcel is 
a dangerous man : he has beguiled over several Catho- 
lics to his heretical church ; how anxiously, therefore, 
will he watch over these girls, and prejudice them 
against usi " 

" My dear cousin, it is necessary of two evils to. 
choose the least : and my first object being to under- 
mine Agatha's influence with her mother, it was par- 
ticularly important to me to have her out of the way 
during the Sundays ; Mrs. Courtney acted with fiur 
greater freedom when she knew her eldest daughter 
was sure not to come in suddenly and find her praying 
before the crucifix I have given her, or reading one of 
our books. Emily, too, has been completely ours, as 
you know, ever since her sister took to spending Sunday 
at Valen9y." 



QUICKSANDS ON FOREIGN SHORES. 63 

" Yes, it is true that she never came to the chateau 
on Sundays, while Agatha was at home ; but Clara, my 
dearAbb^?" 

" She will be brought round I hope bye and bye ; 
<me thing at a time, cousin ; you women are so im- 
patient T' 

" I confess it," said the Baroness ; " I am anxious 
to have this amiable family safe in the bosom of the 
church ; and Agatha herself I will not resign, if pos- 
sible : a different style of argument would suit her 
from what one uses with the mother." 

"As I said before, you can try," said the Abb&; 
**but don't take her to visit the convent with Mrs. 
Courtney ; she might be favourably struck, indeed, but 
if not^ she would do mischief, and I dread the risk, for 
I fear she is an obstinate heretic I" 

"That sweet gentle girl obstinate!" said Madame 
de Fleurier — " Ah I you are too easily daunted." 

" On the contrary, I am persevering to the extreme 
where I see a chance of success, but that girl has 
always her Bible in her hands, and I observe that such 
are very hard to bring over to the truth. I leave her 
to you, however, to do what you can," said the AbbS, 
and first, I have some news for you, which I came pur- 
posely to tell. Mrs. Courtney has received her long- 
delayed remittances, and will henceforward obtain her 
supplies without fail, I believe. I leave the uninterest- 
ing details to herself to relate ; but I am clear that she 
oould now be received without difficulty as a boarder at 
the convent, if she consents to the plan I have in view. 
I think you may suggest to her, that she ought not to 
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neglect the advantages to her daughters of such accom- 
plishments and careful attention to education, as they 
would obtain at St. Catherine's; and when you have 
familiarized her mind to the idea, I will talk to her more 
seriously, and if I think the time is come, will propose 
her publicly professing herself a Catholic ; hut perhaps 
it will be wiser to let her enter first as boarder with her 
family. I should fear Agatha's opposition, but that 
my influence has now thrown her's quite into the shade. 
As to Clara, she shall either accompany her mother, or 
follow her shortly as circumstances may render most 
advisable." 

'^ And I," said the Baroness, '^ will try what I can do 
with Agatha, — she does seem to me bom for a reHgioos 
life, and it will be a true kindness if I can make her 
see this. As in her situation marriage is nearly out of 
the question, a convent is in every way the most de- 
sirable residence for her. Oh, I shall yet succeed, I do 
hopel" 

The Abb^ smiled and shook his head, *^ Always oon- 
fident of success beforehand, my dear sanguine cousin V* 
said he, " Well, well, may it all be as you wish," and 
with a slight shrug of the shoulders, he nodded farewell, 
and left the Baroness to cogitate her plans. 



CHAPTER VII. 

Madame de Fleurier was quite sincere in her desire 
and intention, (alluded to in the conversation between 
her and the Abb^,) to convert her young friend, if pos- 
sible, to the " true faith," as she styled the Church of 
Rome, and then to try and induce her to enter a con- 
vent. " It would really," she often said to herself, 
" be doing the poor girl a kindness in providing her 
with 80 safe and peaceful an asylum : for in her reduced 
circumstances, she could not hope to marry according 
to her station; and besides, Agatha^s serious views 
rendered her just the fit occupant for a convent: no 
eagerness to shine in the world: no love of balls or 
theatres : nothing in her tastes, in short, which would 
hinder her from being quite happy as a mm I" 

With this persuasion, Madame de Fleurier, in spite of 
the Abba's discouragements, went to work in a tolerably 
sanguine frame of mind ; and though one or two con- 
versations convinced her that this conversion was more 
difficult than she had been willing to believe, yet the 
difficulty only added zest to the undertaking. 

'^ What strange stories you Protestants are taught 
to believe concerning us I'' she exclaimed, one day, 

F 
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when sitting alone with Agatha under the vine trellis 
in the little garden of Mrs. Courtney^ s lodging — ^when, 
on calling a short time before upon her now intimate 
friend, she foimd all the family absent, with the excep- 
tion of the eldest daughter, who was at work in the cool 
shade of the broad vine leaves. Her remark was in 
answer to some observations of Agatha's on the subject 
of convent-life, drawn forth by a sketch she had lately 
completed of the convent of St. Catherine's, which, 
with its steep stone steps reaching to the water's edge, 
its solemn cypresses and endless number of windows, 
made a most picturesque object for an artist. 

" To believe," continued the Baroness, " that all nuns 
are unhappy because some few worldly-minded girls 
have rashly entered a convent, (of course without any 
vocation,) and so been unhappy there I" 

" Nay," said Agatha, " I did not say I thought all 
nuns were unhappy, but I do say and think, that none 
but the searcher of hearts can ever tell how many 
bitterly regret the step which fixed their lot on earth — 
how many sigh in secret for their lost freedom." 

" My dear child, I must again tell you that you 
know not what you are speaking of; and how should 
you ? Protestants read and write plenty of novels full 
of histories of unhappy nuns, and persecuted nuns, and 
poor young ladies forced into convents by cruel relations 
and treated like prisoners ; but no one of common sense 
when he has mixed a little with Catholics, and learnt 
and seen something of their institutions, can fail to 
discover how absurdly he has been misled." 

" I take my views of convent-life fix)m no novel, and 
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I think I may add from no early prejudice, dear 
madame/' said Agatha quietly. " I take my opinion 
partly from undisputed facts^ and yet more from my 
own conviction of what such a system must lead to. 
But after all, the great question is not the happiness or 
unhappiness of the life — who that expected to ensure 
heaven hy entering a convent would not gladly do so 
at whatever cost of earthly comfort? I only wonder," 
added she, smiling, *'*' that you are not all shut up in 
oellfl." 

"Nay, that would he going too far," replied the 
Baroness : " though perhaps the safest and holiest, it is 
not the only road to heaven, and it would he wrong — a 
real sin indeed — ^to enter on it without a real indication 
either in your own heart, or on the part of your spi- 
ritual adviser, that you are fitted for so peculiarly 
blessed a sphere ; hut I do believe, dear Agatha," she 
continued with fervour, " that to some devout and pure 
souls, who seem instinctively to shrink from contact 
with the base and worldly among whom fate may have 
placed them — ^to such as these I am sure, a convent-life 
with its holy rites and calm hours of meditation, and 
loving intercourse with sister spirits, has proved a real 
heaven upon earth ! I have a cousin who has been for 
years an inhabitant of a convent, and a happier or 
holier creature does not exist, I assure you ; she could 
bear ample testimony to the peace and happiness en- 
joyed by a religiemeJ^ 

Agatha mentally wondered for how much the testi- 
mony of one, who dare not reveal the truth, should be 
allowed to go. *' But granting all possible happiness 

f2 
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in a convent/' said she, *' I still conld not admire or 
approve of the life of a nun. Is not the world the 
sphere of action in which our Great Master has placed 
us ? and shall we venture to shut up the faculties He has 
given us — ^the hearts and powers to work and live for 
others — ^within the narrow. confines of convent walls? 
it were useless, I fear," continued she, " to refer you to 
the Holy Scriptures, or I would ask what you could 
find there in favour of convents. Our Lord's example 
was not one of monkish austerity, or solitary abstrac- 
tion from the world, hut of living tn, though not to i% 
of living and labouring for others ; and He prayed for 
His disciples — ^not that they should be taken out of the 
world — ^but that they should be kept from the evil." 

" Yes, you are right, quite right I" said a low voice 
near her, and looking round with a start, Agatha saw 
Kaimond de Fleurier, who had joined them unper- 
ceived, and been a silent, though not inattentive listener 
to the last part of the conversation. 

" My dear son 1" cried the Baroness, " how you 
startled me I I declare you had no business to creep 
in upon Mdlle. Agatha and me in this sudden manner 
and interrupt our secret discourse 1 besides, I thought 
you were out in the boat on the river." 

" Why, I found it so hot, that I soon gave over, and 
came to see whether you would like a companion in 
your walk home, and also to pay my respects to Mrs. 
Courtney." 

" Mrs. Courtney is out ; and I think as you are here 
to accompany me home, I will set out immediately ; it 
is later than I thought for." 
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" But I did not come to hurry you away from so in- 
terestmg a conversation, dear mother/' said Raimond, 
seating himself on the bench beside her. 

<< Oh, I shall attack Mdlle. Agatha another time on 
her heretical notions," said the Baroness, smiling; 
^< your scepticism would please her as little as me, I 
ftncy :" and she rose from her seat as she spoke. 

"I doubt that," replied he; "I flatter myself she 
would prefer my levity, even if tinged with scepticism, 
to a blind submission to whatever, (not the Bible,) but 
the CAtircA teaches r 

This is too much, Raimond I'' interrupted his mother 
impatiently ; ^' I cannot hear you speak thus of our 
holy religion ; you forget yourself 1" 

** I beg your pardon, my dear mother," said he, half 
laughing, ^'I did not mean to hurt your feelings, I 
know they are tender where mother church is con- 
cerned ; / do not pretend to be so dutiful a child as 
you are ; however, I will try to shut my eyes to her 
defects, or at least to wink at them when you are 
present ! But mademoiselle," added he, turning to 
Agatha, ''I see you look nearly as grave as my 
mother, yet you are not a daughter of our Church ; is 
it that you think I express myself too lightly?" 

^' I do, indeed," she replied, with the simple earnest- 
ness peculiar to her ; *^ I do think all irony misplaced 
where religion is concerned. Surely the subject is one 
of grave enough interest 1" 

** You are right," he said, seriously, " and another 
time I shall hope to convince you that I am not quite 
so careless as you imagine, though I cannot always 
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restrain my sauciness as I ought to do, but my dear 
mother knows I mean no harm." 

" I really must be going 1" cried the Baroness, 
putting her arm within Raimond's ; " I have been for- 
getting in the pleasure of your society, Mdlle. Agatha, 
how time was passing :" and bidding Agatha a rather 
hasty farewell, she departed with her son, whose linger- 
ing look upon the arbour, seemed to say that he would 
willingly have prolonged the conversation. 

The fact was, the Baroness began to think the two 
young people had seen enough of each other. Hitherto 
her mind had been so engrossed with the work of con- 
verting the Courtneys to what she believed the true 
Church, that she had been blind to the danger of allow- 
ing jfrequent intercourse between her son and an in- 
teresting and attractive heretic ; besides, she had rarely 
seen them together, except when the rest of the two 
families were present; but on this occasion, she had 
observed Raimond's look when he thought Agatha was 
annoyed at his levity, and the truth flashed across her 
mind, that there was at least a dawning of love on his 
side, and she resolved to be on her guard for the future, 
mentally saying as she walked along — " What a pity 
she is so obstinate 1 if she were only safe in a convent, 
all would yet be right I" 

Agatha, on her part, watched them depart with a 
feeling of interest she could not conceal from herself, for 
the young man whose intelligent mind had freed itself 
from the shackles of Rome, without as yet having found 
a place of rest. " If he be really in earnest in wishing 
to find truth, may God speedily enlighten him I" was 
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her half-nttered prayer as she rose to go into the 
house. 

The day following this conversation was Sunday — a 
day, whose mental rest and peace to Agatha £Bur ex- 
ceeded the fiitigae of the long snltry walk to Valen9y. 
It is true that her mother had sometimes thrown ob- 
stacles in the way, and had threatened more than once 
not to allow Clara to accompany her, but she had always 
yielded to their entreaties in the end, and gradually had 
got to feel such relief at the perfect freedom which the 
absence of Agatha gave to her Sundays, that she ceased 
to make any opposition, beyond a dissatisfied look. As 
for little Emily, Mrs. Courtney had from the first for- 
bidden her attempting so long a walk ; and as the child 
showed no wish to go, Agatha felt there was nothing to 
be done but to leave her to spend the day with Josephine 
at the chateau, whither Mrs. Courtney was usually 
asked to go after mass. Still, in spite of the anxiety 
which filled her mind as to her mother and little sister, 
(now so completely bound up with their Roman Catholic 
friends,) she felt Sunday to be a happy and restful day ; 
and the sadness which on this morning had shadowed 
her countenance on her first setting out, gradually gave 
place to a calm, and almost a cheerful expression; a 
silent prayer from the depth of a fearful, but not faith- 
less heart, strengthened and soothed the troubled spirit, 
and enabled her to converse pleasantly with her dear 
Clara, whose companionship and confiding love were 
her chief earthly sources of hope and comfort. 

They were nearly half way to Valen9y, and had 
paused to rest under the shade of a huge rock which 
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overhung the pathway, when Agatha heard a footstep 
which was now familiar to her, and in another moment 
Raimond de Fleurier stood beside them. He looked at 
the sisters with surprise and pleasure, and aUker a 
cordial greeting, exclaimed, " Who would have thought 
of finding you so far from home this hot day? It is 
well you have adopted our wide-brimmed Proven9al 
hats, or your fair English complexions would be quite 
scorched I It is so warm, that I soon left my boat this 
morning, and should have been at home ere now, but 
that I happened to hear a little bird say you were 
taking a stroll in this direction, and my — curiosity in 
short — ^prompted me to follow you." 

'^ Did you not know what takes us so far on Sunday 
mornings?" said Agatha, rising from her rocky seat; 
'^ We are going to church, and must not linger on the 
wayside any longer, I believe,— come Clara V* 

" Going to church I Ah ! now I remember there is 
a little Protestant church at Valen9y ; my mother was 
regretting only last week that you still preferred its 
whitewashed walls and heretical doctrines to the elegant 
little chapel at the chateau, or the church at St. Andr^ 1 
I have no doubt your taste is in the right ; but is it not 
a long walk for you ?" 

" Rather long," she replied, as Clara took her arm, 
and they continued their walk, accompanied by the 
Baron ; " but we have, I assure you, enough to repay 
us at the end of it." 

'^ You take more pains to obtain the advantages of 
your religion than I ever thought of taking for mine," 
said he, '^ even when I fancied myself a zealous 
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Catholic, and I feel half ashamed of it ; but the fact is, 
mass was always tedious to roe." 

" You saw, perhaps," observed Agatha, " that it is 
not what a Christian service should be, but rather 
resembles a Pagan ceremonial ; forgive me if I express 
myself too strongly." 

*^ Ton do not speak as strongly as I often do myself," 
he replied. 

^^Do you go often to mass now?" Clara ventured 
timidly to ask. 

** To please my good mother I go from time to time," 
said he ; " but the intervals are becoming longer and 
longer : for the hypocrisy of which I feel myself guilty 
is odious to me. I despise and hate those taudry cere- 
monials — ^those absurd theatricals of religion^ those 
tyrannical priests deceiving the childish multitude with 
tales and jugglery unworthy of men 1" 

Agatha could not help looking up with a face full of 
interest as he spoke. '' You see the evils and corrup- 
tion of Rome," she exclaimed ; " but surely. Baron, you 
are not content with laughing at others; you must 
feel, I am certain, the necessity of finding truth for 
yonrselfl" 

^ Till lately I did not think seriously about it," said 
he ; '' but I confess it, (for I can conceal nothing from 
you,) that for the last year or more, I have been at 
times uneasy in my mind, and in my very laughter there 
is sometimes bitterness. When you are near me I can 
feel nothing except happiness indeed ; but when absent 
from you, I feel more than ever, that if there be truth 
in the world I have not found it I" 
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" Oh, there is — ^there is truth 1" cried Agatha, " hut 
not in the world ; it came from heaven, and is to he 
found in the Word of God alone; would you but seek it 
there I" 

^'Ah, here we are at the village,'' said Riumond 
after a short pause; "how pretty those throngs of 
peasantry look streaming up the steep path to the little 
white church, — such a nice, simple little building too I 
do you know I have never yet been inside a Protestant 
church?" 

" Your saying ' yet,' makes me hope that you will 
make the experiment, and enter one to-day," said 
Agatha, with an earnest persuasion in her eye that 
said more than words : " Will you not accompany ua 
and hear the good words we hope to listen to ? You 
are seeking truth ; here is preached the Gospel of Him 
whose word is truth." She spoke in a whisper, for 
they were already in the crowd; but her words had 
more weight with the young Baron than she was aware 
of — ^a double weight — and though he looked anxious 
for a moment, he did not hesitate to follow her. 

" I wiU go with you," said he : " and it is not onl^ 
for your sake, I assure you, I really am desirous to 
know what goes on in that homely little building. So, 
at the risk of alarming my mother terribly, should she 
hear of my entering into what she would term the con- 
taminating influence of heresy, I will become for onoe 
a member of a Protestant congregation." 

As he spoke, they reached the door, and entered 
among the rest. Some young persons would have 
shown themselves embarrassed at thus appearing ac- 
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oompanied by a stranger, but Agatha's mind was too 
much occupied with the solemnity of the place and 
iour, and with zeal for her companion's spiritual 
benefit, to feel ought besides. She indicated to the 
young Baron a seat among the male part of the con- 
gregation, and hastened herself with Clara to join 
Madame Marcel and her daughter, who were already 
in church. With many contending feelings in his 
mind, Raimond placed himself beside a row of sturdy 
peasants who, despite their reverence for the church, 
could not resist sundry glances of surprise at this un- 
expected companion, and even a few whispers passed 
among those to whom he was known by sight ; but at 
the appearance of the good pastor, all was hushed, and 
every voice soon joined in the hymn which he gave out 
to commence the service. There was something of 
heartfelt devotion in the words of this hymn sung to a 
simple air without any instrument, and repeated by 
every one capable of singing, that struck Raimond's 
now softened heart with an effect more thrilling than 
he had ever experienced in listening to the most 
exquisitely trained voices and richest harmony ever 
produced in the grand cathedrals of Paris or Rouen. 

When the hymn was over, he heard the words of 
Scripture read in his native tongue for the first time : 
then followed the discourse of M. Marcel ; the doctrines 
of life and salvation were plainly and earnestly set 
forth, and fell on unaccustomed, but not unwilling ears. 
When the service was over, and Raimond joined the 
sisters with Madame Marcel in the churchyard, Agatha 
noticed with secret joy, as she glanced at his expressive 
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countenance, that he had heen neither unmoved nor 
wearied ; that the seed had not Mien on the wayside. 

'^ For the first time in my life/' he whispered, as he 
approached her, '^ I have joined in social prayer : I did 
not know what it was : in fact, I do not think I ever 
prayed at all before — ^really and from the heart." 

Agatha could only look her satisfaction, for the 
pastor joined them at this moment, and she hastened to 
introduce him to Raimond; near neighbours as they 
were, it had remained for a foreigner to make them 
acquainted ; the Baron, indeed, did not even know by 
sight the humble, but truly dignified man, who for 
twenty years had held the important office of shepherd 
to the only little flock in that district who worshipped 
God in simplicity and truth. But the pastor had often 
seen all the members of the De Fleurier family, and 
was both astonished and gratified at seeing the young 
Baron at his church. He warmly invited Raimond 
to come and rest in his house; but as it would be 
the dinner-hour at the chateau by the time he could 
return there, he declined, fearing his mother might be 
uneasy at his non-appearance. 

"Are you not returning home yet?" he asked 
Agatha, after bidding a courteous farewell to the 
pastor's family. 

" No, we always enjoy a little rest with our kind 
friends here after church," she replied ; " my mother, 
you know, dines at the chateau; shall you mention 
you have been here, or would you rather not let it be 
known ?" 

"I certainly will not volunteer the information/' 
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i he, " it would pain my mother, and subject me to 
ong lecture from the Abb^: at the same time, I 
old not seem to conceal my actions, and will there- 
i take no pains to hide the fact. Adieu, then. 
He. Agatha ; possibly we may meet here again 1" 



CHAPTER VIII. 

/itraili[ Sisiraimi. 

He hastened away, and the rest of the party repaired 
to Madame Marcers cool little sitting room to partake 
of her simple noon-day repast. 

'^ The Baron is an interesting young man, at least in 
appearance," remarked Madame Marcel : " he certainly 
•appeared pleased and touched at our service : one may 
venture, therefore, to hope that this will not be his last 
visit; but I am surprised to see him here, I always 
understood that the family were so bigoted I'* 

'^ I believe he is rather a sceptic than a bigot,'' said 
her husband; "but his coming here to-day affords a 
faint hope that there may be a dawning of better 
things in his mind." 

" I think so indeed," said Agatha, who was a little 
hurt by M. Marcers rather discouraging way of speak- 
ing ; " surely his attending Protestant worship was a 
great step towards conversion I" 

" A step towards it, but only a step," said the pastor: 
*^ and though I would not discourage your zeal, dear 
mademoiselle, I must warn you not to expect too soon 
to see any decided results follow ; the last step is much 
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harder than the first, and a man has to break through 
a great deal before he can take it ; the force of early- 
habit ; the entreaties and threats of anxious friends and 
relatives whom he is displeasing for ever ; he has so 
much, in short, to give up, that I have too often seen a 
man pausing for years at the doorway, which had he 
but had courage to enter, would have led to peace and 
light." 

'' The Baron appears to me to have too much decision 
of character for that," observed Agatha, striving for 
more indifference of tone, to cover real anxiety. 

" Do you think, my child, that the natural man, 
however decided and firm his character, can have 
strength for such a sacrifice ? " said M. Marcel. 

*'No, not of himself," said Agatha in a tremulous 
voice ; " but cannot God give strength for everything ?" 
'' Tes ; He alone who can change our poor weak 
natures, and renew our faint hearts, can give this 
strength and the peace that it brings with it ; but the 
change of heart must come, before that peace can be 
given. Earnestly do I wish and pray that our young 
friend's heart may have been touched by the awakening 
spirit, and that this blessed peace may one day be his I" 
As the pastor spoke, Agatha turned away her head 
to hide some starting tears ; soon afterwards she took 
leave of her friends, and set out on her way home with 
Clara. 

" I think you are too discouraging about young De 
Fleurier," said Madame Marcel to her husband when 
their guests had left them. 
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'^ My love, it is not without reason that I speak dis- 
trostfully of his inclination to Protestantism," replied 
M. Marcel : '' Agatha is herself a strong attraction, I 
suspect, and he may not himself be aware how far she 
influences him by her sweet face and interesting con- 
versation." 

'^ I do not think the worse of his case on that 
account," said his wife. '^ Her gentle influence may 
be the appointed means of leading him to seek the 
same path which she is already treading." 

" You are right there, and I cannot therefore r^ret 
the feeling which I more than suspect he entertains for 
her, in spite of the trouble and annoyance which must 
result from such an attachment when his mother dis- 
covers it ; but I do not want Agatha to raise her hopes 
for his conversion too high, when the change of views 
may be based on so slender a foundation as earthly 
love. We will hope all things ; but I dread disappoint- 
ment for her, I own." 

Meantime the object of their conversation had reached 
home, and with some pleasure found her mother and 
sister stUl absent: for she longed for solitude and 
thought. Before she thought it possible, however, this 
period of tranquillity was disturbed by her mother's 
voice calling loudly for her ; before she could leave the 
room, she heard Clara answering for her, " She is lying 
down a little, up stairs, mamma," and the next moment 
her mother entered hurriedly, and with a countenance 
full of agitation, exclaimed, as she threw herself on a 
chair, " So Agatha I this is the end of your church- 
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going zeal I You have done us all mischief enough to 
be sure I and what you can never undo I Oh, foolish 
child I how could you be so imprudent ?" 

" What is it you mean, mamma ? what have I done?" 
cried Agatha, rising in nearly equal agitation, beginning 
however to guess the cause of her mother's hasty 
return. 

" Don't pretend to be ignorant of what I mean, 
child I" said her mother : " I have just learnt that you 
have had the folly, and worse than folly, to persuade 
yonng De Fleurier into going to the church at Valen9y ; 
he owned it himself when his mother called on him for 
an explanation of the report that had reached her. Oh 
Agatha I you have ruined your own prospects, and my 
Hopes! You have deprived yourself of Madame de 
Fleurier's friendship, and made her and the Abb^ most 
naturally indignant with you, and annoyed with me : 
for they think, at least the Baroness does, that I should 
have interfered with these Sunday excursions, which I 
am sure have been productive of no good. You cannot 
conceive my dismay when, at the conclusion of dinner, 
Madame de Fleurier asked her son how he had been 
spending the morning, and he actually avowed (on 
being challenged by the Abb^, who it seems had heard 
a report of his having been to Valen9y) that he had 
been with you and Clara at M. Marcel's church! 
We had a most distressing scene at dessert, I assure 
you : his mother was deeply pained, and could hardly 
contain her grief and displeasure — ^his sister in tears — 
the Abb^ looking grieved, but sitting silent — and I my- 
self as much upset as any one, more, indeed, for I felt 

G 
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I shared the blame of your worse than imprudent 
conduct!" 

'^ Dear mamma, pray cahn yourself" said AgaHia; 
indeed I only did what I felt to be a duty in giiHuig 
M. de Fleurier an invitation to accompany ns to chindi 
as we chanced to meet him on the way, he was fiee to 
decline if he chose ; and though it is natural that the 
Baroness should be vexed, yet I think she has no 
right to be so indignant ; her son is of an age to think 
and judge for himself^ surely ?" 

" No right to complain I " cried Mrs. Courtney, 
^^ when she sees her only son in danger of being tamed 
from the religion of his forefathers I — a religion whose 
antiquity is its boast, and to which the De Fleuriers, as 
she has often told me, have ever been faithful up to 
this day I" 

" Antiquity I*' said Agatha, ** that were a poor boast, 
dear mamma ; the pure Church of Christ, from which 
that of Rome has so grievously departed, is much older : 
and we know that the Reformation was no novelty, but 
a return to the long-neglected doctrines of God's Word; 
and one little church, ever untouched by the corruptions 
of Rome, still lives as an undying witness to the eternity 
of Gospel truth." 

" I am not going to argue with you Agatha: we 
think so very differently on these points that it would be 
quite useless. You are very acute in discussing re- 
ligious matters, but / have learned that humility is 
better than skill in argument, and I am not therefore 
so fond of using my judgment on every occasion. I 
must only inform you, that I insist on your not attempt- 
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ing any fdiiher to bias the religious views of the yoimg 
Baron. I would urge this for your own sake, if not 
fiir mine; you cannot with all your modesty have 
avoided seeing that he admires you, and I have watched 
bis growing interest in my child with pleasure, hoping 
that I saw the opening of bright prospects for her.'' 

" Dearest mamma, you meant kindly : but indeed I 
do not think the Baron has such a serious regard for 
me as yon suppose ; and if it were so, how little you 
know your daughter, if you thought she could wish to 
oonnect herself with a professing member of the Church 
of Rome, however amiable! never could I hope for 
QqA's blessing on such a step." 

" You talk absurdly, Agatha : however, you are old 
enough to do as you like, and throw away your own 
happiness, if you please ; but for your sister's sake, I 
mtist and shall interfere with these visits to M. Marcel ; 
I do not forbid you to go if you choose yourself, but I 
cannot allow you to take Clara again." 

**I>ear mamma, do not deprive Clara of going to 
church with me, I implore you I" cried Agatha. " K 
you love your child, do not take from her a privilege 
which, young as she is, she knows how to value. Oh, 
THj^.Tnin5ij you know there is nothing on earth we would 
not do to please you within the bounds of conscience, 
but do not take from us our greatest comfort — ^leave me 
Clara — ^let us enjoy in peace the blessing of Christian 
worship together I" 

'^ How you agitate me, child I I really cannot stand 
another scene to-day, I am quite sufficiently upset 

G 2 
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already, as you see; and I repeat, I don't interfere 
with yoo, but I must do as I think right respecting 
your sister ; I believe I have been imprudent to allow 
her the liberty I have done, for she now will mind no 
one but you. However," continued Mrs. Courtney 
more gently, " I know how good and attentive yon 
have always been to me, and how devoted to your 
sisters when we were all in trouble, so I don't mean to 
say any more on a subject so painful as this. I oalj 
do wish, my love, that you would consent to have some 
conversation with the Abb^, I think he would be able 
to show you the Roman Catholic religion in a more 
favourable light than the prejudices of early educatian 
and your Protestant friends at Valen9y permit you to 
view it in, at present." 

'^ I am willing to hear the Abb^, since you desire it, 
mamma ; but he never will change my views, becatue 
they are drawn, I trust, not from what my friends say, 
but from the Bible, and there I find a religion which 
knows nothing of the Pope — ^nothing of any infalliUe 
guide on earth — nor of saint or virgin worship, or any 
other of the dogmas of Rome; I find a religion so 
simple and so plain, that all who seek in sincerity of 
heart, may find there the way of salvation." 

^^ So you imagine," said her mother. '^ But it is this 
seeming simplicity that in fiact makes the Bible mislead 
people so often, as I now see, and as the Abb^ has 
clearly shown me." 

'^ In short, you have adopted his faith I see I" said 
Agatha in a faltering voice ; '^ Dear, dear mamma ! do 
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pause and examine ; oh, do not throw away the light 
we as Protestants have been given! do not close to 
yourself the book of life now still open to you I*' 
. '* I shall do what I conscientiously think my duty, 
Agatha, '' so it is useless thus to agitate yourself and 
me; I had intended to avoid this subject, but you 
forced it upon me. Now no more, I entreat, '' she con- 
tinued, seeing her daughter about to speak ; ^^ I am 
going to rest, for I am quite exhausted:" and she 
hastily quitted the room, leaving Agatha a prey to the 
most painful reflections. It was only on her knees in 
fervent supplication to Him who could alone give her 
comfort and guide her aright, that her troubled spirit 
found rest and consolation ; but when she had laid her 
heavy burden at the feet of her Saviour, and committed 
to BKs care the beloved sister who seemed about to be 
entirely withdrawn from her weak guidance, she rose 
refreshed, though sad, and went to join Emily and 
Clara. Mrs. Courtney had a headache, and did not 
come down any more that evening. 

A few words with Clara, (who shared her room,) as 
they were retiring to rest, comforted her, as showing, 
that young as she was, there was reason to hope that 
her faith was sincere, and that she trusted not in her 
own strength : while her strong love to Agatha formed 
another prop to support her as far as any earthly thing 
could. 

" Do not fear for me, dear Agatha," she said, " I will 
never give up my Bible, let them do what they will ; 
and, indeed, I will pray to have my eyes kept open to 
the truth." 
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<' Pray for strength and assistance from above, dearest, 
and to be kept from leaning on the arm of flesh," said 
her sister ; '^ and oh, may He, who only can, keep us 
both from the deadly error that smronnds us, and pre- 
serve us ever in His fold I" And kneeling down, 
their arms entwined, their hearts uplifted togetiusr, 
Agatha uttered a short but heartfelt prayer for guidanee 
and support : both then felt able to lie down calmly snd 
seek the rest so much needed after their &tigae and 
agitation. 

Very difiPerent were the prayers that were offered rxf 
(in the vain hope of reaching Heaven) in the little 
chamber next door to them. There Mrs. Courtney, 
bending before a crucifix, had gone through the new 
forms of worship she had now adopted, with man 
minuteness and care than she had ever bestowed on 
those of the pure religion which she was forsaking ; but 
she lay down with a mind still worried and dissatisfied 
by the events of the day* 

Meanwhile at the Chateau Des Eoches, scenes no 
less agitating were taking place. Madame de Fleurier's 
vexation and displeasure at the step her son had takm, 
and the inclinations of which it was a proof^ were be- 
yond bounds : she could scarcely wuit for Mrs. Court- 
ney's departare, to give way to all the heat of her 
southern blood, and to pour out the bitterest reproaches 
on Raimond, and yet more on the " artful girl," as she 
termed Agatha in her rage, '' by whom he had suffered 
himself to be led astray." 

Raimond on his part had yet to learn the Christian 
virtue of meekness. He was much attached to his 
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mother, bnt his feelings for Agatha now far exceeded 
any other sentiment in his bosom, and certainly helped 
to bias his religious views. He retorted Madame de 
Flenrier's reproaches with some violence — defended 
A g a t ha with a warmth that made her turn pale with 
indignatioii — and the scene ended by Raimond's rushing 
impetnoosly out of the room—declaring he was free to 
act as he pleased, and that he should no longer submit 
to the '' irksome trammels of the Roman Catholic 
Church r 

Madame de Fleurier hid her face in her hands, ex- 
claiming, ^ He is lost to us ! I see it, — ^lost to the 
Church, and to his mother I Would that I had never 
known this English &kmily — ^that my concern for their 
souls had been less strong I it has led me to overlook 
my own child's danger I" 

** Nay," said the Abbfe, " you acted from the highest 
motiyes, and it was impossible to foresee Raimond's 
partiality ; Mdlle. Agatha is so serious and unlike any- 
one that I ever saw him fimcy before, that I own it 
never entered my head that he would fall deeply in love 
with her ; but take comfort, my dear cousin, things are 
Bot desperate yet, only allow me to say that you must 
yoio — really must restrain these violent outbursts — ^these 
demonstrations of anger and despair ; and if you would 
retain any influence over your son, you must abstain 
from harsh language against Agatha ; for in his present 
state of mind, you wiU only increase his unhappy 
devotion to her, which under better management may 
prove as short-lived as it is vehement. We must get 
him away to Paris directly — a line from you to your 
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confidential agent will give him his cue, and some busi- 
ness requiring the Baron's presence will summon him 
at once. A sojourn in the capital will be the best cure 
for this foolish whim. As to his inclination for Pro- 
testantism, that is nothing ; he is of too lively a nature 
long to be caught by the cold gloom of that heretical 
Church ; once out of the reach of Mdlle. Agatha's blue 
eyes, and he will be more ready to visit the theatre 
than a Protestant Church I'* 

" The Holy Virgin grant that it may be so I" cried 
she, wiping her eyes : " for to lose my Raimond — ^the 
pride of my heart — ^would be more than I could bear ; 
and above all, to see him ensnared into a marriage with 
an obscure Protestant I Oh, it would be horrible I and 
I should ever blame myself for my blindness in not 
seeing long ago how matters were going on I Yet I 
can perceive that direct opposition would only madden 
his headstrong nature. I must certainly try to get him 
to Paris. Do you recollect once when we suspected a 
partiality to that pretty Mdlle. Julie St. Felix, who 
had not a sous in the world, how well the Paris plan 
answered ? he forgot all about it in a week I" 

" Well, I trust in the present case it may prove as 
efficacious," said the Abb^ cheerfully, — for though he 
was well-convinced himself, by careful examination of 
his young cousin, that the present dsise was a far more 
serious one, and that Raimoiid's affections were really 
(and for the first time) strongly enchained, yet he 
thought it best to put the most hopeful side of the 
matter before Madame de Fleurier, as the only chance 
of her acting judiciously and calmly. They now dis- 
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eoBsed what was to be done with regard to the Courtney 
family. 

The Baroness had too much regard for Mrs. Courtney, 
and was too secure of her present views, to suspect her 
of oo-operation with her daughter, she had no idea 
tiierefore of quarrelling with her, but she suggested that 
instead of urging her to enter St. Catherine's, a more 
distant convent should be selected for her, and her 
fsunily. 

The Abb^ however- soon convinced her that it would 
be much harder to induce her to board in a distant 
nunnery, than in one near her friends, and that such 
an arrangement would occupy some time, and not get 
^d of the dangerous charmer, Agatha, any the sooner. 
It was therefore decided between them, that Mrs. 
Courtney must be urged immediately to enter the 
convent at St. Andr^ with her youngest daughter ; that 
Clara was not to be forced into it too obviously, but 
induced, or obliged by some means, to enter it after- 
wards, — and that then Agatha must be advised by her 
mother to seek the protection of her brother in England, 
which in such a case he might be presumed peculiarly 
glad to give, however usually indifferent to his family. 
Cheered by such a well-arranged and hopeful plan of 
action the Baroness retired to her room that night in 
more composed spirits, after ascertaining that her son, 
who did not make his appearance the whole evening, 
had locked himself up in his chamber, and did not wish 
to be disturbed. 

The following morning (Madame de Fleurier had 
agreed with her cousin) was to be given to a visit to 
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Mrs. Courtney, who was to be asked to take a drive with 
her friend; Emily and Josephine were to be of the party, 
and in the course of the afternoon, Mrs. Courtney was to 
be persuaded to go at once to St. Catherine's, and send fixr 
her things afterwards, in order to avoid an agitating 
scene with her daughter. No difficulty was likely to 
occur, as her disposition was by this time pretty wdl 
known to the Baroness, and indeed the Abbd now 
governed her so entirely, that his advice was sure to 
carry the point. 



CHAPTER IX. 



ITiTH the first dawn of the ensuing morning, before 
7en the Abba's watchM ears were awake, Raimond 
e Flenrier had left the Chateau, and was pacing np 
nd down the garden which belonged to the honse in 
rhich Mrs. Courtney lodged, in the hope that Agatha's 
nrlj habits might enable him to exchange a few words 
ith her, before the rest of the ^unily were stirring. 
Tor was he mistaken, — ^the sun had scarcely risen when 
Lgatha descended into the garden to breathe the firesh 
loming air, and revive her wearied mind with a soli- 
uy stroll before entering on the cares of the day. 
[ow lovely was that early morning scene I the river so 
rightly blue, shimmering in the rays of the sun, as it 
orried swiftly past the rocks that confined it on each 
ide, — ^the distant hills seeming to mingle with the soft 
toads that the cheerftd morning light was gradually 
isp^rsing, — ^the vines already showing signs of autumn 
I their red-tinged leaves ; — Agatha stood lost in con- 
smplation of the beauty a bountiftd Hand had spread 
ius before her eyes. " Oh how happy might we be on 
lis lovely earth if only man would not mar all 1'' she 
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exclaimed, and at the same instant started, conscious of 
some one near. Yes, it was Raimond, as some too true 
instinct had taught her, and with a throbbing heart, 
and inward spring of pleasure, which she strove to 
conceal, she turned to greet him. 

" You are pale, dearest Agatha I and no wonder," 
he cried as he caught her hand ; " that face tells of 
a sleepless night ; I fear you have met with reproach 
on my account, and this fear has made me unable to 
resist coming here at a rather unseasonable hour that 
I might have the chance of speaking a few words with 
you." 

" I have certainly had much to grieve me since we 
parted yesterday, M. de Fleurier," said Agatha sadly ; 
" but the reproaches of my poor mother were the leasts 
part of the pain, — ^to see how entirely she has thrown, 
herself into the hands of a Roman Catholic priest, — liow ' 
ready she is to give up, nay, that she has given up all 
her religious privileges, — this it is that has so deeply 
afficted me, — and yet more, the conviction that my 
poor sisters will both be taken from me, and from all 
Protestant instruction and influence ; my Clara espe- 
cially, who has been my only companion of late in 
worship or in study of the Bible, — ^the thought of losing 
her does overpower me I But it is very faithless, I 
know," she added in a broken voice, " to allow myself 
to be so overcome. If those dear children are entirely 
taken from my frail care, I know that an AU-powerfiil 
Arm will still be near to guide and watch over them, — 
they will not be forsaken T' 

'* Agatha I dear Agatha T' cried Raimond clasping 
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her hands with emotion ; I can never be worthy of one 
80 noble, so devoted, — jet oh I if it be possible that 
you can in any degree return a love whose fervour you 
cannot have failed to perceive, though I have endea- 
voured to conceal it — ^then believe that your young sis- 
ters would, next to yourself, be my tenderest care. 
Dearest Agatha, look at me I do not refuse to bid me 
hope ; do not turn away V 

As he spoke, Agatha sunk on a garden seat and 
covered her ^eice with her hands. 

'' I have alarmed you, dearest I I have pained you by 
speaking so suddenly,'' said Raimond, sitting down 
beside her ; " but oh, Agatha I if you knew the dis- 
turbed state of my mind, you would not wonder that I 
can no longer be silent. Besides, the hope that I might 
be of some comfort to you if you would permit me, — 
that I might offer at least some earthly advantages, — 
this hope brought me to your side this morning.'' He 
paused, and Agatha compelled herself to look up and 
speak. 

As we have already intimated, it was impossible 
that Raimond's attachment should take her entirely by 
surprise, yet she had certainly tried to persuade her- 
self that he felt nothing veri/ serious, and had told her- 
self again and again all that she had heard of the levity 
of Frenchmen, and the enthusiastic temperament and 
lively gallantry of the Proven9als ; still there is some- 
thing in real affection which makes itself known by a 
kind of freemasonry, and so powerful had its effect 
sometimes been upon her own feelings, that it had cost 
her many an effort to banish the dangerous thought 
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from her mind. But now that she heard him by wofd, 
and still more by look, avow so devoted (and certainly 
so disinterested) a love, she could not listen widiofot a 
degree of emotion that made her tremble for her owm 
strength. 

Must she cast from her one of the very few friendtf 
with whom her path had been blessed ? Yet how oooU 
she dare to think of linking her fate with one so latdy 
an avowed sceptic, and still so unsettled in his faith, — 
had he indeed any faith ? and was it not regard finr her 
that had led him to Valency ? Yet the struggle was 
hard. 

'^ I were cold indeed,'' she said in a faltering voioe, 
" if I were not touched by such feelings, Raimond I but 
do not urge me for the sake of any worldly bliss to 
forego the greatest, almost the only comfort I have 
lately possessed — a heart at peace with God. Indeed, 
Raimond, I should be doing wrong could I accept your 
love I'' 

"Wrong? What can you mean Agatha? But 
whatever you mean, your words are life to me— for I 
know you would tell me at once if my love were quite 
odious to you, — ^if you felt you never, under any cir- 
cumstances, could return it ; but, if you consider that 
it would be wrong to listen to my addresses on my 
mother's account, recollect that to please her it would 
be necessary for me to submit (at least outwardly) to all 
the soul-fettering ordinances of the Roman Catholic 
Church ; and that is what I can never do again. I will 
be a hypocrite no more ; I have already been one too 
long rather than grieve her I" 
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'' Her disapprobation must be in any case an obstacle 
to your addressing me/' replied Agatha ; '^ but I am 
not thinking just now of what she would feel (though 
I should be very sorry to be the cause of bringing on 
you her indignation and that of all your relatives). It 
was my own duty, and that speaks, to me in too plain a 
ymce, I fear — " she hesitated, and the tears filled her 
eyes ; but she contained herself with a violent effort, 
and drawing her hand from Raimond's earnest grasp, 
continued, " I dare not engage myself, M. de Fleurier, 
to one whose opinions and views of religion are so un- 
decided as yours.'' 

" Is that your only reason, Agatha ? Then, indeed, 
I may allow myself to hope I" cried the Baron. " All 
unworthy of you I am indeed, but the false religion 
you so justly abhor, I have already in heart abjured, 
and am ready to do so publicly, I assure you, when I 
have youj beloved one, by my side, to support me under 
a step now only painful from the pain it must cause to 
those dear to me, and especially to my affectionate mo- 
ther. I owe it to your blessed influence and conversa- 
tion, that my eyes are open to so many of my former 
errors. You will not refuse to finish the work you have 
began. You alone can help me to what I still want ; 
you can make what you please of me, dear one I" 

" Do you think I could accept such responsibility ?" 
said Agatha. " Ah no I my own faith too often needs 
support. I want guidance myself. I have scarcely yet 
learned the hard lesson of walking alone (at least with- 
out earthly aid) in the rough paths of life ; how then 
could I support another ? Were I so presumptuous as 
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to tliink it possible, I should be equally wrong thus to 
bind myself to one whose religious views ore— -what 
shall I say of them, Raimond? — that I know them not, — 
for to be disgusted with Rome is not to be a Christian ; 
and were the feelings you now entertain wxyre than 
feelings, were they confirmed principles, how could you 
have confessedly remained so long a nominal member 
of a Church you condemn ?" 

" Dear Agatha 1 to your scrupulous and well-trained 
conscience, such an outward adherence as I have kept 
up to the faith of my forefathers for some years past, 
may well be inconceivable : withyow to perceive a duty, 
and to perform it, however difficult, would be the same ; 
but you know not how our religion warps the conscience! 
or you would pity one placed as I am. Till I became 
acquainted with you, dearest, religion and superstitioiL 
were synonymous terms to me. Oh Agatha, my mind, 
has been in fetters from childhood upwards I The fetters 
of Romanism, rivetted by my mother, and the teachers 
she provided, were broken as soon as I came to think 
for myself, — ^but alas I they were replaced by those oT 
scepticism, — and it is to you I owe all the light I have 
gained since I" 

" Indeed," said Agatha with deep emotion, " I do 
feel for you — nay — I fear I have allowed myself to 
show too much interest in you : but you are too gener- 
ous to have misconstrued this, which is aU I may 
venture to give." 

"If you have indeed some interest in me, Agatha, 
you surely will not throw away such happiness as might 
be in store for both of us, merely because my faith is as 
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yet, I admit it, vague and unsettled, instead of being 
fixed like your own. I might rather ask you how 
your tender nature can permit you to cast off one, who, 
with you beside him, might be enabled to supply his 
many deficiencies, and who without you must sink into 
a sea of uncertainties, perhaps errors I That evening 
on which you made a remark,— called forth by the 
beauty of the starlit sky, — about a future life, — that 
evening, dearest, was perhaps the turning point of my 
life, — not that I had never thought seriously before, 
but your look and tone so impressed me with the 
reality of your belief, that I determined to look into 
that religion which was so evidently the centre of your 
existence. But you are so entwined with all these 
thoughts, Agatha, that I cannot separate them; you 
have been for months the guiding star of my life. Will 
you abandon the vessel that steers by the beacon you 
afford?" 

Agatha's lips moved, but she could not speak ; and 
Raimond presently continued, "Then think, my be- 
loved one, of the home I can offer you. My own pe- 
culiar home is, as you know, among the lovely Estelle 
mountains, the sweetest and most retired spot in all 
Proven9e : where, far from the troubles and cares that 
have hitherto been your lot, you might find happiness 
and tranquillity, — I could secure to your dear sisters a 
cheerful home, and with you to guide them and a Iro- 
iher's arm to shelter them, your poor heart might at 
length cease to throb with anxiety on their account : no 
priest should enter my doors, and if your mother should 
be soon disgusted with her faith, and wish to return to 

H 
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that she has abandoned, she might ever find an asylum 
with her children ! My Agatha I Has such a picture 
no charms for you,— does it point to no place in your 
heart?" and he gazed anxiously in her fiuse as he 
spoke. 

Yes, the picture was only too inviting, and finr a 
moment Agatha felt she must yield, — ^that she had 
not strength enough to resist the temptation ; but dared 
she pledge herself to one who, though seeking, as she 
hoped, had yet not found the true anchor of faith? 
Could such a one be what a Christian wife ought to 
find in her husband — ^an assistant and guide in the 
heavenly road ? had she any security that his interest 
in the whole subject was based on a surer foundation 
than love ? He could not himself tell what his feelings 
would be without her. No— her conscience, long trained 
in her Saviour's service, forbade her to follow the yearn- 
ings of her heart ; a moment's mental prayer for strength, 
enabled her to look up cahnly, and pronounce the words 
that were to inflict bitter disappointment ; but, though 
she wished to shut out hope, her voice faltered in spite 
of herself. 

^^ Do not think me insensible to what you feel, Bai- 
mond, or to the disinterestedness of your affection ; I 
feel it only too much ! but I am decided,— 4o not urge 
me to what I feel would be wrong ; I am unfit for a 
guide, nor is such the position that a wife should hold ; 
no Raimond I did I yield to you now, you might your- 
self repent such a rash step one day.*' 

" You little know me if you think so," said he, un- 
able to conceal the degree of hope for the future, at 
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least, whicli the conyiction that she was not indifferent 
to him gave. He entreated her to wait, and not decide 
on both their fiites so hastily, — ^to let him hope that 
ft fntore day might prove him less unworthy, — ^' but do 
not forbid me hope, Agatha T' said he, '^yoil think 
yourself perhaps the most Mendless of the two ; but 
Agatha, you have found, what /, alas, am still without, 
a Biqiport that enables you to look beyond this weary 
world for ecMnfort and guidance. I might try to make 
yoa believe my £dth firmer," he continued ; '^ I think I 
might easily have led you to imagine me much nearer 
to yourself in my religious views ; but no, — ^not for one 
moment would I deceive one who is herself all truth ; 
better you should see me as I am, than fancy me far 
advanced on a path of which I can only say I do at 
least wish to enter it T' 

" May our mercifal Saviour enable you to enter it !'* 
oied Agatha, as her tears fell feist : " and He will, if 
yoa continue to seek Him. Oh, when once you have 
tasted and seen that the Lord is gracious, you will find 
that you need no earthly support ! But, if heartfelt 
prayers can aid you, mine shall not be wanting, and 
the weakest of us can pray for each other." 

^ Tour prayers must help me if anything can, and I 
wUL try to pray for you I" said Raimond, pressing her 
hands between his with fervour. '' I would fiedn have 
iiffBred you a brighter lot, Agatha, than I fear awaits 
yoa here ; the hope of being to you the Mend you 
seemed to need— of adding some joys to a life hitherto 
80 sorely tried — ^was a delightful hope to me : it has 
been a dream of bliss ever since I have known you, 

H 2 
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even now I cannot tear it from my heart. Tes, pray 
for me, dear one I for if ever your prayers were needed, 
they are now ! I cannot look cahnly at what my fatnre 
may be — I cannot wish to live without you.*' — ^He 
paused,' and turned aside to conceal the emotion he 
could not repress. For some minutes both were silent: 
but the advancing rays of the sun which began to pene* 
trate the shade under which they were seated, warned 
them that the early morning hour was passed, and that 
the rest of the household must be astir, and might 
interrupt them at any moment. 

" We must part," said Agatha, sighing ; " forgive 
me the pain I have caused you, Raimond I" He started, 
and again grasped her hand. 

" Tell me, Agatha, before you leave me — ^tell me— 
do you mean to reject me for ever? — ^may I not carry 
a thread of hope with me into the future ?" 

Agatha bent her eyes on the ground while she hesi- 
tated for an answer, — " Don't let us look into the future, 
or rather strive to do so, — for it is hidden from us," she 
said at length; "the present only is ours, and my 
present duty is clear, — I must bid you farewell, — our 
paths must now be different ; but pray for me, Raimond, 
as you said you would ; yes, do pray for me, and you 
will learn ere long the comfort of prayer for yourself I" 

" Alas, I know not how to pray I but I will try, and I 
will re-ad also. I have a Latin Testament at home, of 
which hitherto, alas, I have made but little use," said 
Raimond ; " but, oh Agatha, without you — " he added 
in a choked voice. 

" One word more," she said, taking a Utile volume 
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which lay on the seat beside her, — ^' This Bible has 
long been my daily companion : it is the only remem- 
Imince I have to give yon, Raimond. You are familiar 
with English, I know ; and if you will promise to study 

it,"- 

'^ Four Bible, Agatha I Oh, I will indeed search its 
sacred pages, more earnestly than I have ever read 
book before!" 

*^ Do so, Raimond, — ^but oh, do not think of it as my 
poor gift — ^think of it as the inspired Word — ^the book 
of life 1 and may its study be blessed to you.'' 

He took the volume with an unsteady hand, '^ Blessed 
gift, it wiU not be in vain T' he exclaimed, as he gazed 
on the tearful eyes of the giver. ''God bless you, 
dearest Agatha I Ah I you are already blessed in the 
midst of trouble T' 

A few minutes more and the interview was over; 
ihey had parted ; and Agatha was left alone., 



CHAPTER X. 

Itrragtjr in Wuhtm. 

The Baroness found her plan somewhat hindered in its 
execution, she even had reason to fear lest it should be 
entirely frustrated, by the sudden illness of the person 
whom she was most anxious to get rid of. 

Agatha returned to the house after parting with the 
Baron, and performed her morning duties as quietly as 
usual ; but a severe headache soon forced her to go and 
lie down, and when at dinner time she attempted to 
rise, she was seized with giddiness and fainting, — ^the 
natural result of over-excited feelings and much con- 
cealed anxiety for some time past. Mrs. Courtney was 
alarmed, — sent for the physician of St. Andr^, — and 
when Madame de Fleurier called to take her the in- 
tended drive, she was met by Clara with a message 
that her mother was awaiting a medical man, and much 
regretted that she could not see her. 

The Baroness returned home much annoyed, for she 
feared Agatha's influence might return during a time of 
sickness : she was somewhat consoled, however, by 
finding her son more disposed to yield to her project of 
inducing him to go to Paris, than she had expected. 
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She said nothing of Agatha's illness, — and had at last 
the satis&ietion of seeing hiin depart for the capital that 
evening. She then sent a message to enquire for Mrs. 
Conrtnej and her sick daughter, and to take a basket of 
grapes for the latter, for angry as she was, she did not 
wish to show any want of attention ; and though she 
promised herself to reproach the " designing girl" 
bitterly as soon as she was well, she had no idea of 
letting Mrs. Courtney see how indignant she was at 
the attachment of the young people; with Aer, she 
resolved to treat it more as a matter of religion. 

The physician did not think Agatha dangerously ill : 
it was an attack on the nerves, he said, which, with 
perfect quiet, would soon subside ; but as long as her 
head continued so weak, it was necessary to observe the 
most profound silence, and keep her room free from all 
bustle and motion. 

When Mrs. Courtney's alarm was relieved, she was 
very willing to give up the constant attention and 
nursing of her daughter into Clara's hands : and though 
the Baroness could not persuade her to leave her lodging 
as soon as Agatha was convalescent, she consented to 
pay long and frequent visits to the convent and chateau, 
and Clara's feelings were wounded by seeing the im- 
patience which her giddy little sister expressed to take 
up her abode at St. Catherine's with "we* bonnes 
canies^^ as the nuns had taught her to call them. 

It was touching to see what a careful and affectionate 
nurse the thoughtful little Clara made to her beloved 
Bister, — ^how faithfully she followed the doctor's direc- 
tions, and how vigilantly she kept guard by the bedside 
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that no noise should disturb her patiCTt. At the end 
of a week her cares were rewarded bj seeing Agitiia 
able to bear light and voices again, and she then ven- 
tured to admit the good pastor and his wife, who had 
called to enquire for her, — their mother was out, so 
there was no difficulty in bringing them upstairsy and 
the weary mind of the invalid was soothed by reading 
and prayer. 

The next morning she was so much better as to be 
able to sit up at the open window, and to talk of going 
down the next day. Her mother's short visit being 
over, she called Clara to her side. " I really am get- 
ting anxious, dearest,' ' said she, '^ to know how things 
have been going on during my illness. It is but eight 
or nine days that I have been absent firom the circle, 
yet it seems to me a very long while, and as the doctor 
forbade all conversation so strictly, I am in ignorance 
of everything. You ne^ not fear to agitate me,'' she 
added, seeing her sister hesitate ; '' I can bear it very 
well to-day ; and you know, dear, the worst I am too 
well aware of, — I know mamma is a Roman Catholic 
at heart." 

*' Well then, there is nothing worse to tell,*' said 
Clara, '' and though you are still sadly pale, you do 
look more like yourself this morning. The truth is, 
that mamma only waits to see you well again, to take 
up her abode at the convent : she wants both you and 
me to go also, but I trust she will not insist on that. 
Madame de Fleurier wishes her to urge you to go back 
to England, but she does not seem inclined to propose 
it to you, and always hopes you will ' come round,' as 
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she says, ^to the true Church.''' Agatha sighed 
deeply. 

" Well, dear Clara, go on : tell me if you know any- 
thing of — of the family of Des Rochers," she added 
hesitating. 

" Oh, the Baron de Fleurier went to Paris the very 
evening you were taken ill. His mother was anxious 
to get him out of our way, I fdncy, lest we should turn 
him Protestant ; hut she need not have feared. Poor 
dear Agatha, your missionary work was soon cut 
short I" 

Agatha turned away her head and leaned out of the 
window as if to inhale the fresh mountain hreeze. '' I 
suppose," she said after a pause, '^ that if mamma leaves 
US together, we shall continue to live here." 

" I don't know," said Clara. " We could manage 
very well I think, hut I dread lest she should not allow 
us to try. She is always saying what a good place St. 
Catherine's would be for my education, and so on. Oh, 
Agatha I what will become of us ?" 

" Sufficient unto the day, dearest Clara, is the evil 
thereof, you know ; if God leaves us to each other, we 
will bear anything cheerfully ; if not" — she stopped and 
her eyes filled with tears, " then must He support us I" 
she added in a faltering voice ; '' And He will ; the 
loving eye that has hitherto watched over us, will not 
abandon us in our greatest need. But we cannot tell 
yet what our path may be ; we are not utterly friend- 
less even on earth, — M. Marcel is not far off." 

**Ah, that reminds me," interrupted Clara, "that 
yesterday, as M. Marcel and his wife were going away 
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after visiting your room, I was just opening the front 
door to let them out, when I saw the Abb^ walking in 
the garden : he gave one quick glance and then looked 
down again on the breviary he was reading : but I saw 
he had noticed who our visitors were. Afterwards, 
mamma came to me when I was pouring out some cofiee 
to take up to you, and said she wished the next time 
M. and Madame Marcel called, that they should be 
told Mrs. Courtney could not receive them. But, said 
I, it was Agatha they came to visit, and they did not 
even go into the sitting-room. Oh, said mamma, '^ that 
did make a difference, but she was very sorry; she 
wished you would have seen the Abb^ instead; it 
seemed strange you reftised to see him when he so 
kindly begged to see you," but she did not absolutely 
forbid M. Marcel* s visits. She ended by saying some- 
thing about soon being out of reach of such disturbaneeSy 
— ^referring to her plan of going to the convent as 
boarder, I suppose." 

'' Will you tell mamma, dear Clara, that now I am 
so nearly well, I will see the Abb^ whenever she likes. 
I do not wish to shrink from discussion ; I only refused 
to see him when my head was too weak to bear it." 

'' So I told her,'' said Clara ; '^ and I said that our 
dear pastor's visit wHs not to talk controversy, but to 
read the Bible and pray with you, — ^you were not equal 
to anything more. Nor are you now, dear Agatha, I 
still think." 

" You are a dear good nurse, my Clara, but I shall 
be quite up to talking controversy this evening, if 
mamma wishes it : I believe, however, M. TAbb^ will 
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Boon give me up ; he has talked to me more than once 
already. Now I will lie down a little, to be ready for 
him, if he comes to attack me with a host of wise books 
and ancient relics/' 

" That smile is like your own old smile, Agatha," 
said her sister as she arranged her pillows and closed 
the window ; ^ but you are sadly changed within this 
week." And the affectionate girl smoothed the hair 
ficom Agatha's pale brow with a deep sigh. '' I think 
it was very ungrateful of M. Raimond to go off in that 
sudden way," she continued, unconscious of the feelings 
she was touching with her words, '^ after all his pro- 
fessi^ms of friendship, to go to Paris the very evening 
after you w^re taken so ill, without staying even to ask 
after you I I am afraid we did not make so much im- 
presdLon on him as I had hoped. I thought he was 
really going to be a Protestant, and then you know — " 
What farther Clara might rashly have uttered, Agatha 
did not know however, for she stopped her by a kiss. 

"Don't say any more about that, my love," she 
said ; " let us leave our friends to the same Guidance 
we seek for ourselves." 

It cost Agatha something to say this without tears, 
bat as soon as she was left alone her agitation gradually 
subsided, and when Clara came again she had fallen 
asleep. 

The Abb^ had a short conversation with her that 
evening, the particulars of which he did not relate to 
Mrs. Courtney, but he strongly advised her setting out 
the next day for the convent, as Mdlle. Agatha could 
now be very well left for a few days to her sister. Her 



108 QUICKSANDS ON FOREIGN SHORES. 

mother delayed, however, till Agatha was able to be 
down stairs again, and walk out in the garden. She 
then recovered her strength rapidly, and in a few days 
looked nearly as well as usual, though her saddened 
expression and pale cheek told of much suffering, of one 
kind or another. Nor were her looks deceitful ; it was 
not possible that Agatha could readily banish £rom her 
mind all thoughts of the devoted Mend, whose lov&— 
before it had been revealed to her as such — ^had cast 
so bright a glow over one of the* darkest passages of 
her life. No I she often thought of the absent one, and 
prayed for him, but she found it hard to combat the too 
absorbing interest with which he had inspired her, and 
often would weak nature have the mastery. At such 
moments she would mentally exclaim, *' Ah, why did 
I send from me the warmest friend I may ever have, 
and one whom I might have been permitted to influence 
for good ? We might have been so happy together I" 
And dreams of bliss, bright and beguiling, would then 
£oat before her weary mind. 

But her tempter — the suggester of these regretfol 
thoughts, was not long permitted to have sway over a 
heart which, in all honesty, desired to fulfil her Master's 
will at any sacrifice. The only comfort, as fieur as Rai- 
mond was concerned, that she would allow herself to 
dwell on, was the hope of his future conversion : — ^the 
thought that if this should take place, and that he stUl 
retained his feelings for her, he would surely return, 
did also flit across her mind occasionally, but innocent 
as such a hope was, she did not dare to detain it, lest 
by striving to gaze on an uncertain future, she should 
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lose the present moment, and neglect the duties that 
lay before her. 

Mrs. Courtney felt uneasy when requested by Agatha 
to take a turn alone with her in the garden, though she 
liad been prepared for, and waiting such a demand. 

*^ I have indeed been wanting to speak with you when 
you were well enough, my dear," she said in reply to 
her daughter's questions as to her intentions and altered 
opinions. '^Yes, it is quite true, as you have long 
known, my love, that I have changed my religious 
views. I now may call myself a daughter of the one 
trae Church, and shall avow myself such, as soon as I 
enter the convent of St. Catherine's, where many kind 
friends await me, and would gladly welcome you too, 
if you would but be persuaded, at least to make trial 
of the life there for a short time." Mrs. Courtney spoke 
quickly and excitedly as though she were glad to have 
got over this communication. 

'^ Dear manmia, I do not speak with the faintest hope 
of changing your determination," said Agatha sadly, 
but oh, could I but induce you to pause ! You may 
bitterly regret the day you entered those imprisoning 
walls ; it is, I am sure, easier to enter than to retreat 
. from them." 

Mrs. Courtney laughed at her daughter's fears, and 
assured her that no place could be less of a prison than 
St. Catherine's, as she could testify, having frequently 
spent many hours there ; she added that of course she 
should take little Emily with her, but for the present 
Clara might stay with Agatha at their lodgings, the 
maid being dismissed, and the two girls being to con- 
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duct their little housekeeping on a reduced scale, and 
only to receive the occasional assistance of the servant 
of the house ; for the convent was to receive a certain 
sum for the hoarders ahout to enter it, and there did not 
remain more than a 'oery moderate allowance for Agatha 
and her sister. This was, however, a matter of no vexa- 
tion to them, and one they scarcely even thought of for 
a moment, as their former poverty had accustomed them 
to spare living and independent habits. 

The next day Mrs. Courtney and Emily were driven 
to St. Catherine's in Madame de Fleurier's carriage; 
the parting was extremely painful, though the distaaoe 
was so short, and they were so soon to meet, — ^for all 
felt that it was a more real separation than if oceans 
were to divide them, — ^but once over, it was a relief to 
both those who went and those who remained, for where 
there is no sympathy — ^no union of hearts, &mily affec- 
tion becomes a source of more pain than happiness. 



CHAPTER XI. 

% ^isit tn tilt (CnnDiDi 

Nbably a week had passed since the little family circle 
had been broken up by Mrs. Courtney's removal with 
her youngest daughter to the convent. The lodging 
bad been given up, excepting one room, in which 
Agatiha and Clara held their tiny manage. Mrs. 
Courtney in thus leaving them together, had acted 
against the wishes of her friend Madame de Fleurier, 
who would have preferred her sending for Clara the 
very day after her entrance into St. Catherine's, in 
order that Agatha might thereby be induced to go to 
England; her own wish being naturally to get so 
dangerous a person out of the way. But the Abba's 
superior sagacity foresaw the possibility of some resist- 
ance on Clara's part, and the evil of any such public 
demonstration of repugnance to the plan ; and therefore 
strongly seconded Mrs. Courtney in her view of leaving 
the sisters together for the present, and aft;erwards 
detaining Clara when visiting her mother at the convent. 
And so well had Mrs. Courtney been trained by her 
^* spiritual adviser," that not the faintest suspicion of 
such a scheme was allowed to reach Agatha, who was 
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further put off her guard by a note from her motiher 
the day after her departure, written in apparent sorrow 
at having been thus obliged " to lose them hoik perhaps 
for ever !'' But she had made it a condition of leaving 
them together, that they were to visit her every week ; 
and this note reminded Agatha that she should '^ anx- 
iously look to see her poor dear children in a few days." 
Nothing was said about staying away from Valen9y. 

The day came on which they were to visit their 
mother, and very early the sisters were at the massive 
gate of St. Catherine's ; but the portress who answered 
their summons, after a long delay, informed them that 
the hour for admitting strangers was not yet arrived, 
and they must wait. A weary time they therefore 
spent, sitting under one of the tall cypresses, which 
seemed to stand sentinels before those prison-like walla. 
At length the door was opened, and they entered. 
Agatha felt a chill fear creep over her as she followed 
the nun down the long dimly-lighted passages, and she 
squeezed Clara's hand nervously. 

" Dearest Agatha, your hand is cold as ice this warm 
day!" whispered Clara; "remember we are not going 
to remain in this gloomy place I" 

" God protect us I for we are helpless 1" Agatha 
almost unconsciously murmured, as the nun left them 
in the room appointed for visitors, — and pale and trem- 
bling, she awaited her mother's appearance. In a few 
minutes Mrs. Courtney came in, accompanied by the 
Abbess, — a good-natured looking woman of about fifty, 
whose portly figure and graceful veil, did not speak of 
a life of much hardship, or of utter indifference to the 
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Goncems of the flesh. The two girls hastened to emhrace 
their mother, whose manner was lively and affectionate, 
but yet with something strained and unnatural in it, as 
it seemed to Agatha, and she earnestly wished to ask 
the Superior to leave them, — ^but could not summon 
courage, as her mother by frequently addressing her, 
showed that to Aer, the presence of a stranger was no 
g^ne. 

" And where is Emily ? how is she ?" they asked, as 
soon as Mrs. Courtney gave them room to get in a 
word. 

" Oh, Emmy is happy as the day is long,— quite 
spoiled I am afraid by our kind friends here I'' said 
Mrs. Courtney. 

" Yes, yes ; she is quite the pet of the convent," 
said the Abbess, '' I tell our sisters they make as much 
of ' la petite Emilie,' as if she were a new saint in wax, 
ha, ha, ha! is it not true, Madame? such dressing, 
such curling of her hair, oh she is quite a little idol I 
assure you, mademoiselle I" 

Agatha could not join in the laugh, with which her 
mother echoed the Abbess's merriment at her own 
speech. Clara looked from one to the other in doubt, 
and then renewed her request to see her little sister. 

" I wiU send for her," said the Abbess, — and calling 
to a lay sister, she despatched a summons for the '^ pet 
of the convent," who presently came running in, full 
of delight at seeing her sisters, but evidently well con- 
tent with her new abode. 

" Oh 1 Agatha," cried she, " I do wish you and 
Clara were here too ; we should all then be so happy. 

I 
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Do you know I am learning music, and so many other 
things I Soeur Camille teaches me embroidery — such 
beautiful embroidery, and I have plenty of time to play 
too ; and several such nice little girls are here, and the 
nuns are very kind to me. Ah I why do you not leave 
off being a heretic, and come here too ?" 

The sisters could not help smiling, as Emily shewed 
them her gold cross, Madame de Fleurier's gift, and 
then produced bonbons from her apron pocket, which 
she forced upon Clara, saying, " Ah ha I you see how 
mistaken you were in thinking people must lead such 
miserable lives in a convent, and be half-starved !" 

" You don't look as if we kept you on nothing but 
dry peas,*' said the Abbess, playfuUy pinching Emily's 
rosy cheek: "but, my little darling, should you not 
like to shew Mdlle. Clara the school room, and intro- 
duce her to some of your friends ?" 

" Oh I yes," cried Emily, " come, Clara." 

" We will return to you in a few minutes," said the 
Abbess ; " meanwhile I will leave Mdlle. Agatha with 
her mamma." As she spoke, she took Emily's hand, 
and Clara followed rather reluctantly, but not liking to 
refuse her little sister. Agatha, on her part, was un- 
willing to lose sight of her companion for a moment, 
and would fain have accompanied them, but her mother's 
voice detained her. " Is my company already grown so 
wearisome to you, Agatha, that you cannot stay with 
me ?" she cried, and her daughter hastened back to her 
side, melted by the tenderly reproachful tone in which 
she spoke ; and now that they were no longer observed 
by a stranger, her fortitude gave way, and bursting 
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into tears, as she knelt beside her mother's chair, she 
cried in a broken voice, " Oh I mamma, mamma, how 
could you leave us I" 

" My child," said Mrs. Courtney, kissing her affec- 
tionately, " we shall all be happily reunited ere long I 
trust; only do not shut your eyes and ears to the 
advice and instruction which have opened mine, and 
all will yet be well." 

As she spoke, a nun hurriedly entered the room, and 
spoke in a whisper to Mrs. Courtney, who rose instantly. 
" My dear Agatha, Madame de Fleurier is here," said 
she, '^ and recent circumstances have made it painful to 
her to meet you just now ; you must not be offended 
with her, my love, it is only natural in a mother you 
know. She is in the passage now. Soeur CamiUe, 
will you be so kind as to take my daughter into the 
garden for a little while ?" 

" Willingly, if Madame la Superieur will permit," 
said the nun, and going to the door she met the superior, 
who was conversing with Madame de Fleurier in the 
hall, and having received the desired permission, she 
conducted Agatha by another door into the garden. 
It was not quite so pretty as it had appeared from a 
distance in Agatha's painting ; the straight paths and 
smooth green turf, the long flights of stone steps, and 
the rows of lofty cypresses, had rather a formal effect, 
yet still it was a pleasant spot enough, and very unlike 
convent gardens in Paris, as the walls were not ^high 
enough on the river side to impede the view. Agatha 
walked in silence for some minutes, her eyes bent on 
the ground, but at last thinking she must in civility 

i2 
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say sometliing, she made a commonplace remiark, to 
which her companion replied in a voice so sweet and 
sad, that she was prompted to look up at her, and was 
struck by the intelligence and mildness of the expres- 
sion that met her eyes. Soeur Camille was past early 
youth, though her pale cheek and wistful looking black 
eyes seemed to say that it was inward sorrow more 
than the natural progress of time that had driven away 
bloom and gaiety : her clearly defined dark eyebrows 
contrasted almost startlingly with the snowy band 
round her forehead, and added to the searching inten- 
sity with which she returned Agatha's look of gentle 
curiosity. 

" Mademoiselle I*' she said in her soft voice. Aga- 
tha stood still for a moment. ^' Now don't pause in 
your walk — " said the nun ; " there are eyes enough 
watching you, — but I cannot bear to have you deceived, 
—do not notice what I am about to say by gesture or 
exclamation,— only listen." 

" What — ^what is it?'* whispered Agatha in dreadful 
anxiety. 

" Your sister. Mademoiselle I — they mean not to let 
her return to you. You will see, she remains at St. 
Catherine's. Collect yourself, for heaven's sake, or 
you will betray me I Do not show your agitation. 
Ah I if like me you had been forced for years to hide 
every feeling I I pity you deeply, but if you weep 
you will only betray me without doing your sister any 
good." 

With a strong effort Agatha restrained her feelings. 
^' Is it a preconceived plot, then ?" said she. 
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*' Yes : your mother is in the secret. If I could, I 
would have warned you, but I sought in vain for an 
opportunity." 

" Oh, why did I venture here at all ?" said Agatha ; 
**but I thought to refuse to visit our mother would 
have been wicked. Oh, had I only thought of bring- 
ing Madame Marcel with us I" 

"They would not have admitted her," said Soeur 
Comille; "but now hear me, Mademoiselle, for our 
time is short, and I would fain give you what comfort 
lean." 

"Ah, God alone can comfort me I" said Agatha, 
hastily wiping the tears that poured down her cheeks. 
*' But I thank you for your sympathy ; how is it that 
you feel so differently from the rest ?" 

*' I do not know how they feel, Mademoiselle ; some 
of them may secretly abhor an act of treachery as I do, 
though doubtless most think that the end sanctifies the 
means. But I can give you something beyond mere 
pity;" then lowering her voice to a whisper, she added, 
" I too am now a Christian — I have a Bible I" 

" You I here ? in this convent ?" 

" Hush I do not betray me — ^beware of showing by 
look or gesture the slightest interest in me," said the 
nun. "I promise you to watch over your sister Clara; 
I am the embroidery-mistress, and may sometimes see 
her alone. Emily, I dare not trust, she is too childish 
and too frivolous ; for the present we must leave her to 
her fete — ^but I will try and watch over Clara." 

"May God bless you for your promise!" said Agatha 
fervently; " but how is it that you are not suspected?" 
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^' Because, as yet, I have not had courage to acknow- 
ledge my changed views, or to absent myself from con- 
fession. I feel I am acting deceitfully — ^but I wait in 
a sort of hope of one day escaping. I obtained my 
precious book two years ago, when on a visit to my 
native place, which I was allowed to make for my 
health's sake.'' 

'' And cannot you make your situation known to 
your relatives?" said Agatha; "perhaps they might 
assist you." 

" No, they are bigoted Romanists ; I have but one 
hope, which is through a friend in Lyons, the wife of 
a silk manufacturer ; they are Protestants, and would 
help me if they knew my situation, their name is Dela- 
marre ; but I know not their address." 

" Well, I will try to find your friends," said Agatha, 
and you will do what you can to preserve my Claras 
Oh, what will become of her? It is hard to bear — ^but 
God will not abandon the dear child I You may fuUy 
trust her," added she, " I can answer for her discre* 
tion, young as she is." 

" You ought to lose no time in writing to England," 
said Soeur Camille, " or even going in person, perhaps, 
for your letters may be tampered with. Your relatives 
ought to be able to assist you in withdrawing your 
sisters, at least the one who is unwilling to remain 
here, — ^but, hush! we shall be interrupted. I hear 
voices approaching: do your best to look indifferent, 
and ask for your sister as if you knew nothing about 
her detention." 

" We are sorry to have kept you so long. Made- 
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moiselle,'' said the portress, who with another nun 
now approached Agatha ; " it is now locking-up-time, 
and Mrs. Courtney sends you her love, as she will not 
be able to see you again to-day.'' 

'* I want my sister ; where is Clara ?" said Agatha 
in a voice trembling with agitation. 

" I am happy to say,'' said the other nun, " that 
Mdlle. Clara has decided to remain with her mother : I 
wish we could pursuade you to follow her example I" 

For one moment Agatha hesitated, whether it 
might not be better to consent, and enter as a boarder 
along with her £amily, for the sake of watching over 
her sisters ; but a second thought convinced her that 
they might as easily be separated from her within the 
walls as if she remained without, and that for the sake 
of all parties, it was her duty to preserve her liberty. 
She coldly bade the nun farewell, therefore, and re- 
questing her to tell her mother that she should call 
again as soon as possible, she left the convent, and re- 
turned to her now solitary lodgings. Wearied with 
ihe walk, she sat down in her usual place almost me- 
chanically, but a glance at the empty seat opposite her 
was too much for her excited feelings, and leaning her 
head on the table, she wept bitterly. The sense of 
Clara's dangerous position — of what she might have to 
endure — and the fear lest she might at length sink 
under threats or cajoleries — was more afflicting to her 
than the utter loneliness of her own situation, though 
she did indeed feel desolate for a time. 

At length by a strong effort she roused herself, and 
taking up the open Bible which lay by her side, strove 
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to soothe and cheer her fainting heart by reading some 
of those gracious promises which have consoled so many 
sorrowing Christians. Before long her drooping spirit 
began to revive ; she dried her tears, and having com- 
mitted her dear Clara to a more powerful Hand than her 
own, was able to turn her mind to the calm considera- 
tion of her duty in these new circumstances. She re- 
solved to consult M. Marcel before adopting any plan of 
action, and as it was now too late to think of going to 
yalen9y, she retired to rest as soon as she had made 
herself a cup of coffee, that she might be able to rise 
with the sun next day, and so reach M. Marcel's house 
before he should have started on his parochial rounds. 



CHAPTER XII. 

It was a bright September morning, so delicious in 
its fresb softness, and in the beauty which the golden 
sunbeams threw over every object they touched, 
that Agatha, sad as she was, felt cheered as she 
walked alone along the rugged path she had so often 
trodden with Clara at her side. It happened that at a 
short distance from Valen9y, she met the same shep- 
herd boy who had first introduced her and her sister to 
the Protestant village. He was sitting on a stone by 
the roadside, while his flock cropped the scanty herbage 
that grew on the steep bank. He recognized Agatha, 
having frequently seen her at church, and saluted her 
with an expression of wonder at seeing her alone ; and 
with the naivete of his class, enquired why the other 
young lady was not with her to-day." 

" Alas ! they have taken her into the convent," said 
Agatha ; " and I am now going to ask the pastor's 
advice about it.*' 

"What, into the convent of St. Catherine?" ex- 
claimed the young shepherd ; " your sweet sister, 
Mademoiselle, who used to sing with us at church so 
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nicely — ^ah, what a pity I and will the pastor be a 
make them let her out of that building with its d 
locked gates ?" 

" I do not know," replied Agatha, sighing : ' 
are not easily opened, I fear V 

"Well, do not grieve. Mademoiselle; they c 
shut out our divine Saviour, you know He came 
His disciples when the doors were shutj and so £ 
come to us also, though we cannot see Him I j 
am sure He will comfort your dear sister, for is si 
one of His lambs ? and He loves His flock so m' 
ah, much better than I do my poor sheep,'' he f 
smiling ; '^ for I am but a hireling I" 

Agatha, with a voice half choked by tears, th 
the poor lad for his simple words of sympathy an( 
solation, and inwardly blessed the good man wh 
so well instructed the children committed to his el 

Before she had reached the pastor's house, sh< 
him coming to meet her ; a report had reached hi: 
previous night that she had been seen returning 
from St. Catherine's, and this led him to gues) 
rest. 

" It is as I feared, then," said he, on gland 
Agatha's sad face. " May God give you strengil 
dear child, to bear this fresh trial with Christiui 
tude I Nay, do not grieve as if all were hopele 
our dear Clara," he added, as she leaned againf 
garden paling and burst into tears, — " Come in aj 
us talk the matter over, and see if nothing can be 
— trust in God, and submission to His will, do< 
require or even permit us to sit down with folded 1 



I 
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till all Las been attempted that seems within our 
power.'* 

" That is why I am so early," said Agatha, as she 
returned the affectionate greeting of Madame Marcel, 
who had ran to the door on seeing her. '^ I wished to 
tell yon what had happened, and ask your advice." 

They then sat down, and Agatha related her visit to 
the convent, and Clara's detention there. The history 
of S<Bur Camille was as surprising as it was delightful 
to M. Marcel. 

" Why, here is light already I" cried he, — " this is 
blessed news indeed, — ^a Bible within the very convent 
walls ! Your beloved sister will not be left without a 
fiiend in her difficulties, and, possibly, you may be 
enabled to be the means of one day rescuing both the 
poor ensnared ones from the net T' 

" Ah, I am truly grateful for this ray of simshine in 
the darkness T' said Agatha ; ^' but, dear M. Marcel, I 
cannot feel as sanguine as you do— think only — Clara 
is not yet fifteen, — and so many influences around her, 
— her mother — " she stopped, overcome by the idea 
that her sister's worst enemy was their misguided 
parent. '^ What do you think," she continued after a 
panse, — " of my going to England ?" 

'^ I quite agree with the nun, my dear, that it is the 
best plan under your circumstances ; though your brother 
be neither very affectionate, nor seriously disposed, he 
cannot but dislike to have his sisters immured in a con- 
vent : it is so contrary to the feelings of every English- 
man, that, as a guardian and a brother, he will surely 
feel it his duty to interfere without delay." 
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" But must I leave the neighbourhood of my poor 
Clara ?** said Agatha. " Would not writing to England 
answer the purpose ?" 

" You ought to be the best judge, perhaps," said 
M. Marcel; '^but it seems to me that Sceur Camilk 
was right, and that your letters might easily be tam- 
pered with." 

" My mother does not seem anxious I should go," 
said Agatha: '^it is evidently Madame de Fleorier 
who urged her to propose it, for she must see that if I 
am in England, I shall take every means for rescuing 
my sisters." 

" Madame de Fleurier has her own reasons for wish- 
ing you away, as we all know," said Madame Marcd, 
who was aware of Raimond's attachment to Agatha, 
though not of her refusal of his offer ; " she urges yowr 
departure, therefore, from personal motives ; but I un- 
derstand she tells her friends that your family will never 
be sound members of the Roman Catholic Church, while 
you are at hand to distract them with heretical arga- 
ments." 

Agatha smiled sadly at the credit given her. " The 
poor Baroness must feel her cause weak if she thinks / 
could injure it I" said she ; '' but, I suppose she fears 
the effect of early association. You think then, M. 
Marcel, that I ought to start immediately for England, 
without waiting to try and see Clara once more?" 

*' I fear that would be waiting in vain," said he ; 
" if they suffer you to meet, it will only be in pre- 
sence of others. You had better lose no time in in- 
teresting your friends in England on her behalf. It is 
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a long journey to make alone, indeed; I wish my duties 
rendered it possible for me to accompany you, at least 
part of the way." 

" Do not be distressed at the idea of the journey for 
me," said Agatha, " I have little fear of getting through 
it: and shall feel comfort in the knowledge that you are 
on the spot, to watch if anything gets abroad about our 
poor immured ones I" 

"Well, my child," said the pastor, " we must only 

commit you to the Hand that has guided you thus far : 

and we will not fear for our beloved Clara under such 

guidance. I will arrange everything for your route, 

and calculate as nearly as I can your expenses. At 

Lyons you might rest one night, and I have Christian 

fiiends there who would receive you, — ^by the bye, — 

there would be a fine oc<;asion for discovering Sceur 

Camille's Mends, — a silk manufacturer did you say ?" 

" Yes, named Delamarre," replied Agatha. 

" I will write to one of my friends at Lyons to-day," 

said M. Marcel, '^ and desire him to find them out, if 

possible. I will also speak of your arrival, and give 

you the letter to take with you. You know the 

diligence starts from St. Andr^ at six in the evening ; 

can you be ready to-day, do you think ?" 

" I believe so," said Agatha, repressing a sigh : " and 
as you say, there is no good in delay." 

" I will come and assist you to pack up your things," 
said Madame Marcel ; '^ we will now read, and after 
breakfast, I will accompany you to your lodging." 

Agatha warmly thanked the kind friends who thus 
strove to lighten her cares by their affectionate assist- 
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ance : and after having read and prayed with them, she 
felt cheered heyond expression, and was able to join 
the young group who were assembled at break&st, 
without casting a shade on their gaiety. 

At six o'clock in the evening, M. Marcel put her 
into the diligence, and with tearful eyes she glanced 
towards the white walls of the convent, as the lumber- 
ing wheels of the vehicle bore her away from the spot 
which contained all her family; and she breathed a 
heartfelt prayer for the mother who had deserted, — and 
the sister who had been torn from her. 

" Do you know anything of the brother she is going 
to ? has she ever mentioned him ?" said Madame Marod 
to her husband, as they sadly turned away, after losing 
sight of the diligence behind the rocks which overhung 
the road. 

" Not much,*' he replied ; " but the very fact of her 
so rarely alluding to him, leads one to conclude, that 
he is not an affectionate brother, or a religious man, — 
otherwise, how eagerly would she have turned to him 
for aid and counsel, instead of talking over every other 
plan, as she did with us, before deciding on applying to 
Mr. Courtney." 

" What a sad reception for her, if he be a cold, hard 
kind of man I'' exclaimed Madame Marcel : '^ and she 
appears too, to have no serious friends in London ; she 
told me this morning that her mother's set of acquaint- 
ance were not such as she could go to in time of trouble, 
and the friends of the grandmother who brought her up 
in the country, were too far from London, and she had 
lost sight of them for too many years, to have much 
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bope of gaining assistance or counsel through them. It 
18 indeed a most trying situation for one so young ; 
but thank God, she has the true balm of Gilead in all 
her sorrows and difficulties I" 

"Yes," said the pastor, '*and I cannot doubt that 
the Lord in whom she has placed her trust, will send 
her Christian sympathy and aid when it becomes really 
needful. How long were both these dear girls left ap- 
parently alone, in the midst of dangers to their faith 1 
But when He saw that they had struggled on enough 
hy themselves, God turned their feet towards our se- 
cluded valley, and opened the door of a Protestant 
church, and the hearts of His poor servants to receive 
and comfort them I" 

"That is true, indeed," said his wife ; " but tell me 
Pierre, why did you deny to our dear Agatha the little 
earthly comfort you might have given her before part- 
ing? it seems to me the child had had crosses enough 
and that you need not have forbidden me to mention to 
her your having had a letter from the young Baron I" 

" Ah, Marie I that would have been rash," said M, 
Marcel; "though he does indeed ask me for an ad- 
dress to some Christian pastor of my acquaintance 
in Paris, — yet I cannot be sure that this wish proceeds 
from aught but his feelings for Agatha, which are evi- 
dently as warm as ever, or more so indeed." 

" I really think that you have forgotten what love 
is," said Madame Marcel, rather impatiently; "one 
would suppose to hear you, that you could never have 
felt a sentiment of which you speak so scornfully, — yet 
there was a time ." 
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" My dear cliild/' said her husband smiling, " it is 
just because I do remember that time so well, that I 
am cautious now ; I do not wish to trust to young De 
Fleurier's religious professions, till time shall have 
given both himself and others reason to think that 
they are the professions of his real and steady convic- 
tion, and not merely the consequence of his admiration 
of the character which they have so mainly helped to 
produce in Agatha. Nor do I wish to raise hopes in 
her mind which may be disappointed; but observe, 
Marie, I do not say they will be disappointed, I pray 
and hope that it will be as we both wish. I have given 
the Baron the address of a truly Christian man who 
will afford him every aid; and from him I shall shortly 
learn how matters are going on, and whether the young 
proselyte is as sincere in his religious views, as he cer- 
tainly is disinterested and ardent in his love." 

'^ I suppose I must be satisfied, then,'' said his wife : 
^^ and perhaps it was better not to disturb her mind with 
these thoughts now ; hereafter it may please God to 
grant her the happiness of knowing that the first im- 
pulse towards Christianity, — the first wish to enter the 
narrow path and adopt the Saviour's blessed yoke, had 
been given to Raimond through her humble instm- 
mentality, blessed by the spirit of mercy and love, — oh, 
what happiness that would be for her I Words are too 
feeble to express it I Are they not, Pierre ?" 



CHAPTER XIII. 

€lu 3Cnittli[ MniMf. 

It was about ten o'clock one fine morning in the begin- 
ning of October, the Boulogne steam-packet had just 
landed at Blackwall, and its usual crowds of passengers 
were thronging the decks and pressing to the shore, — 
pcnrters rushing past each other with their loads, — hus- 
bands anxiously seeking their wives, and parents their 
children, through the noisy, bustling scene ; while with- 
in the Custom House, the ordinary display of suspicious 
examination into trunks, and boxes, and carpet-bags 
went forward. 

One solitary young traveller alone kept aloof from 
the other eager and talkative groups ; seated on the 
simple little box which comprised aU her luggage, she 
was patiently waiting until her turn came to have it 
examined : and though her eye sadly wandered round 
the busy scene, her thoughts were evidently far away. 
K any of those happy family groups, aU so absorbed 
in their own affairs, could have spared time for a glance 
at that gentle, yet dignified young creature, whose very 
simplicity seemed her best protection, they must have 
been touched by her face of speaking moumfulness. 
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One or two, indeed, — ^themselves obliged like her to 
wait their turn,— did cast a glance of interest upon her: 
and one good-natured old gentleman, when all the 
boxes had been examined, and their owners were hurry- 
ing away in cabs, omnibuses, or in the dignity of thehr 
private carriages, did stop to ask if he could not be of 
any service to her. Agatha, for, as the reader will have 
guessed, this solitary traveller was no other, thanked 
him warmly. She "only wanted a cab," she said, 
*'to convey her to her brother's residence in London;" 
and the old gentleman promptly beckoned to the drivof 
of a respectable looking vehicle and assisted her and 
her box into it. 

"I wish I could help you further,' ' he said, in that 
tone of kind interest so grateful to the sad and weaiy 
heart. " You are quite sure of your direction, I hope; 
London is a wide place for one so young as yon seem, 
to be driving about alone." 

Agatha named the street she was in search of: the 
old gentleman directed the driver, and away went the 
rattling vehicle, to be quickly lost sight of in tiie 
crowded streets : while the friendly stranger, after 
following it a few moments with a look of interest, 
pursued his own way. 

Endless did that drive through London seem to poor 
Agatha's weary frame and spirit ; yet it was with dread 
that she thought of what was to follow it : for she felt that 
if the letter she had written to her brother should, by any 
mischance, not have reached him, she would be received 
with more of surprise than pleasure. But an additional 
and unforeseen fatigue awaited her; on reaching her 
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brother's house in Dover Street, the servant who opened 
"the door, informed her, in answer to her enquiries for 
Sir. Courtney, that he had taken a house near Hamp- 
etead, and would remain there till the end of autumn. 
Saving obtained the direction to this residence, the 
poor traveller, weary and dispirited, drove off again, 
"vriih only the further delay of procuring the necessary 
x^^reshment of a roll and glass of water from a baker's 
flhop : for she was by this time quite exhausted. She 
now leant back in the vehicle and closed her eyes, and 
strove to close her ears to the dinning noises which 
constantly reminded her that she was indeed again in 
London, — ^that spot so connected in her mind with past 
struggles and past anxieties. At length, London and 
its outskirts were left behind, and she was driving 
through the comparative seclusion of Hampstead Heath, 
though the groups she passed still breathed of London 
air. 

It was not to be expected that she coidd find Mr. 
Courtney's house without mistake or difficulty : and, 
accordingly, it was not until she had been driven to 
several wrong places, and re-directed several times, 
that she was at length safely deposited before the door 
of a nice looking mansion, and received the answer to 
her enquiry for her brother, that Mr. and Mrs. Courtney 
had been out aU day, but would soon be returned. 

" Do you know if I am expected ?" she asked timidly, 
giving a card with her name to the astonished-looking 
servant : while the cab-driver hastened to take down 
her box, and then waited for his payment. 

" We have not been told of anyone's being expected,' 

K 2 
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replied the man with chilling gravity ; " but my i 
has not yet opened his letters : he went out to 1 
fast, and has not been in since. Do you wish 
trunk taken into the hall, ma'am?" 

" K you please,*' said Agatha ; and after payii 
cabman, she followed the servant with her littl) 
perty into the house. He showed her into the dm 
room, and asking her to sit down, left her to he 
rather cheerless thoughts. 

The elegant apartment, on one of whose soft c< 
she leant, was filled with every luxury, — ^the finei 
house plants, — ^tables strewed with elegant vol 
and crowded with the costly little ornaments whi< 
of a bride's newly-formed home, — all now lit up 1 
brilliant rays of an autumnal sun, which shone th 
the half-drawn curtains on the travel-worn dresi 
pale thoughtful face of our heroine. A long half 
passed thus away, and Agatha, absorbed by he 
meditations, was quite startled by the sound of thi 
bell, which roused her firom her reverie into a si 
agitation she could scarcely controL She could 
her brother's voice, and also that of a female i 
hall, speaking to the servant, and could almost 
she detected annoyance in the tones of the lady 
had raised, and then, at a very audible "bus 
love," suddenly lowered her accents, and poor Ag 
heart sunk within her at the thought of being f 
welcome guest in her brother's home. In ai 
minute, the door opened, and Mr. Courtney ei 
alone. 

" Mortimer," she cried, rising from the sofa to 
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^ie cold stiff-looking man who came forward, and 
^lightly kissing her cheek, said, "This is an imex- 

I^ected pleasure, my dear sister ; but you are welcome 

t^o England again." 

'^ I fear my letter has not reached you, and that my 

Sudden appearance must indeed seem strange, dear 

Ifortimer," said she. 

" I had certainly heard nothing of your coming," he 

^leplied; "but this letter which I am about to open 

>nU perhaps save you the trouble of explaining :" and 

showing her her own handwriting, he asked her to sit 

^own, while he broke the seal and calmly perused the 

Irarried letter. 

"Your letter is not very explanatory," he then 
said. " What can have induced you to make this long 

Journey aU alone, my dear sister ; I cannot think it 
Tery proper at your age." 

" I was too anxious in mind, to care much for the 
lonely journey, or anything else," said Agatha ; " but 
I did not venture by letter to explain fully what 
brought me over so suddenly: for we had reason to 
suspect the post-office was not to be trusted." She 
then gave Mr. Courtney a brief account of the per- 
version of her mother and youngest sister, and of the 
present position of the whole fEunily: and entreated 
him, as the guardian of Clara and Emily, to endeavour 
to extricate them from a situation so dangerous. 

" I am sorry for your uneasiness, my dear Agatha," 
replied Mr. Courtney, ^'but I do not see how I can 
help you ; for of course I could not attempt to remove 
my sisters from their mother's care against her wishes, 



134 QUICKSANDS ON FOREIGN SHORES. 

and if your arguments have been unavailing with her, 
mine would be at least equally so ; and I must own, I 
am rather tempted to regret (glad as of course I must 
be to have you under my roof), that you should have 
withdrawn yourself so hastily from the rest of your 
family, and from a shelter which was, at any rate, as 
safe and respectable a one as a young person, whatever 
her religious views, could well desire." 

Tears almost choked Agatha's voice as she strove to 
reply to this unsympathizing speech ; her disappoint- 
ment was keen ; for though aware that Mortimer had 
no strong interest in religion, she had never known him 
to express the slightest leaning towards Rome, or any- 
thing like an approval of conventual life. 

Her brother, however, taking her hand with an at- 
tempt at more kindness of manner, added, " We will 
discuss this matter further when you are rested and re- 
freshed :" and ringing the bell, he desired the servant 
to bring a glass of wine and biscuits. " I must now 
go," he said, " and request Mrs. Courtney to make 
arrangements for your accommodation : and then shall 
have the pleasure of introducing her to you." 

" I must sadly derange you, I fear," said Agatha 
in a distressed tone ; " if my unlucky letter had but 
preceded me as I intended, I should at least not have 
made so unexpected an intrusion on you both." 

Mr. Courtney begged her with cold politeness not to 
make herself uneasy on that account, and then left the 
room. In a short time he returned, accompanied by 
his wife, whose countenance and manner were not cal- 
culated, unfortunately for her new connection, to put a 
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^est very quickly at her ease ; and Agatha felt her 
embarrassment doubled as she looked at her. Mrs. 
Courtney was a rather plain-featured woman, who, from 
her stalwart figure and freckled complexion, might have 
been any age, though in fact she was but eight or nine 
and twenty. Ske was expensively dressed and in the 
extreme of the fashion, and seemed fully conscious of 
the difference between her rich silk gown and elegant 
lace cap and Agatha's dusty and travel- worn habili- 
ments, for she gave rather a supercilious smile as she 
advanced to meet her sister-in-law. 
• " What a fatiguing journey you must have had I" 
she said, when the introduction was over ; " and all 
alone too, I find : how very unpleasant it must have 
been! I am really surprised at your courage. Miss 
Courtney." 

" I encountered much fewer annoyances than might 
have been expected, I assure you," said Agatha. Al- 
most every one I met was civil and kind to me ; and at 
the inns I was more attentively cared for in general 
than I have often been when travelling with friends and 
servants." 

" I am surprised to hear you say so," observed Mrs. 
Courtney. " It was certainly a bold undertaking for 
any female ; but now my maid shall show you to your 
chamber, as you will no doubt like to rest and change 
your dress before dinner. We dine at seven punc- 
tuaUy." 

Agatha thankfully acceded to this proposal, and was 
soon forgetting, in the repose she so much needed, the 
disagreeable reception which had so chilled her weary 
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heart. As it was only five o'clock, she had time to 
rest before the lady's-maid (a person almost as fine as 
her mistress and much handsomer) knocked at her dow 
and informed her that it wanted bat half an hour to 
dinner. 

The hour of repose had been so sweet, and po(»: 
Agatha was so wearied in body and mind, that she 
would gladly have excused herself from appearing in 
the dining room, but she was not sufficiently at her 
ease in her brother's house to venture on such a liberty, 
and besides, she felt anxious to discuss with him the 
means of extricating Clara from her prison, though her 
hopes of success were already much dimiiiished by his 
coldness on the subject. 

She hastened, therefore, to change her travel-soiled 
dress and join her brother and sister-in-law. Mrs. 
Courtney appeared in a most recherche evening toilette 
to do honour to her guest, and perhaps also to exhibit 
a pleasing and striking contrast to her simple appareL 
How long and formal that dinner appeared to Agatha 1 
and how sadly she thought of her frugal meals with 
her young sister in their humble lodging I At last, 
however, the servants left the room, and she took ad- 
vantage of a long pause in the commonplace discourse 
to introduce again the subject she had at heart. 

" You gave me but little encouragement in what you 
said before dinner, Mortimer," she observed ; " but my 
dear brother, let me entreat you to exert your influence 
— ^your right, as a guardian, to endeavour to extricate 
my poor sisters from their dangerous position in the 
midst of Roman Catholics. Remember that, as I told 
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TOu, Clara has been actually entrapped into this con- 

^^t quite against her will, and that poor little Emily, 

^ho is too young to have any voice in the matter, is 

*^inried into the Church of Rome, where she must ever 

•''emain if you do not interfere I" 

"You say that your mother appears happy in her 
.t^ifesent abode," remarked Mortimer, calmly sipping 
i^ wine. 

" She appeared so, certainly," said Agatha, " though 
^J9 to the reality or duration of this content we cannot 
^>f course judge from what she now says. Emily, too, 
^Ji pleased with the novelty, and with being made a pet 
^Of and flattered by the nuns ; but bad as is such a state 
^)f things, I am fEu: more concerned for my poor Clara, 
>¥ho, I am certain, is wretched. Could I indeed wish 
"to know her happy where she now is ?" 

" You appear to have rather exaggerated notions of 
'the horrors and dangers of a convent, my dear sister," 
ireplied Mortimer : " for my part, I should have thought 
the feet of your mother's having taken so serious a 
turn (even though it may lead her farther than we 
flhonld venture to approve) ought yet to be on the whole 
a comfort to you." 

" A comfort I" cried Agatha with emotion ;" a com- 
fort that she has consented to give up her conscience 
and her Bible into the hands of a priest, and that she 
has adopted the delusions of Papacy 1 Alas, Mortimer, 
what comfort is here?" 

** It appears to me," said her sister-in-law stiffly, 
^ that Miss Courtney speaks rather severely of a Church 



138 QUICKSANDS ON FOREIGN SHORES. 

to which, after all, we owe so much, and of which oun 
is but a branch." 

Agatha looked up in surprise. She was now wd 
acquainted with Roman Catholics^ but the Tractii 
Party in England were quite strangers to her, and shi 
had not thought it possible that such sentiments a 
these could come from a professing member of a Pro 
testant Church. 

" I did not mean to speak harshly," she said, " bu 
I own I cannot see what we owe to the Roman Gatholi 
Church, — whose corruptions defiled and smothered ih< 
true Church of Christ, so that our Reformers had ti 
rescue her at the cost of much suffering and many livec 
I should indeed be sorry to call our Church a branch o 
that of Rome, and so, I think, would you, had yoi 
seen as much of the system as I have, for the neare 
we approach this so-called religion, the more deadl; 
does its poison appear." 

" I see you are quite an ultra- Protestant, Miss Court 
ney," said the hostess with a slight air of contempt o: 
her lip ; " but I did not mean to interrupt what yoi 
were saying to Mortimer, though I must agree wit! 
him in thinking that you distress yourself needlessly." 

" Very needlessly," said her brother. " And afte 
all, as I said before, if your mother chooses to hav 
her daughters with her I cannot prevent her, nor wouL 
I wish to take any stronger step than that of remon 
strating with her, — which I will certainly do by lettei 
especially about Clara, as she you say was unwilling t 
enter St. Catherine's, and I do not approve of forcim 
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Xomg persons into a place for which they have a strong 
^Tersion ; though I think it a pity that such feelings of 
disgust should exist towards institutions which, if erro- 
^^eons in some things, yet possess many advantages. 
I will, however, write to Mrs. Courtney, — this is all I 
c^an do ; and meanwhile I advise you not to worry your- 
self about this matter, as there can no great harm 
^ccme from Clara's passing a short time in a respectable 
^sonvent, in company with her own mother." 

" I trust, indeed," said Agatha, " that her faith is 
"too firmly grounded — young as she is — ^to be in very 
^[reat danger ; unhappy she must be, dear child, but 
^mything rather than unfaithful I" 

" You are as strict and unbending as ever in your 
views, I see, Agatha," said Mortimer, exchanging a 
smile with his wife ; who, then rising, invited Agatha 
to accompany her into the drawing-room, evidently 
with a view of cutting short the discussion, and leaving 
her husband to enjoy his after-dinner nap in peace. 

Agatha was however willing enough to follow her, 
for she saw it was no use pursuing the subject further ; 
but her heart was sadder than it had been during all 
her long lonely journey, as she slowly ascended the 
handsome staircase behind her sister-in-law, whose 
heavy silk dress, as it swept along, seemed to have in 
the very rustling of its folds, something of its wearer's 
cold haughtiness and measured politeness. Agatha 
sighed inwardly as she remembered the kindness and 
sympathy with which she had been received by the 
friends at Lyons on whom she had no claims, but that 
of being a friend's friend; yet no, there was a far 
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stronger claim there, for they were sincere Christians, 
fuU of brotherly love for the household of faith, and 
especially for those members who chanced to be in 
trouble. It was, therefore, a matter of course that on 
the receipt of M. Marcel's letter, his friend the pastor 
to whom it had been addressed, should hasten to bring 
Agatha to his house instead of letting her go to the inn, 
and that she should receive every attention and conso- 
lation from him and his wife ; &nd that Madame De- 
lamarre (the friend of Soeur Camille) should, as soon as 
she heard of Miss Courtney's arrival, hasten to the 
pastor's residence, and almost quarrel with him for the 
possession of Agatha during the day and a half which 
she spent at Lyons. She could not, and did not, expect 
such tenderness from a sister-in-law of whom she knew 
nothing, or from a brother whose nature had never 
been particularly affectionate or genial ; but the chill- 
ness of her reception was fieir beyond her anticipations— r 
and the Romanizing principle which seemed to belong 
to Mrs. Courtney, and to have been adopted by her 
husband — ^had taken her quite by surprise, and left her 
little hope that they could or would assist her. She 
feared that this long journey would prove to have been 
taken in vain, and only leave her an unwelcome inmate 
in a most uncongenial abode. Yet here, for the present, 
at least, she must remain ; for where else in England 
could she, young and friendless as she was, look for 
protection ? and to return immediately to France was 
beyond her means, as well as being a step which her 
brother would probably disapprove of, now that she had 
come so far. 
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She gladly escaped to bed as soon as she could sum- 
mon courage to plead her very natural fetigue, and left 
her brother and sister to discuss her and her family at 
ease, as soon as they had politely wished her good 
night, and expressed a formal hope of seeing her quite 
rested and well in the morning. 

"I wish she had stayed in France," said Mrs. 
Courtney as soon as the door had closed behind Agatha, 
^' such a Quixotic notion to take that long journey aU 
alone, and come and throw herself upon us I and then 
I suppose she expected you to set off on a similar wild- 
goose chase to drag her silly mother out of the convent, 
whether she would or no. How unreasonable people 
are, to be sure I" 

" It certainly was a very foolish step," said Mor- 
timer, " and very tiresome for you, my dear Gertrude ; 
but it is most good of you to receive my poor sister so 
kindly, and I am sure she is fortunate in finding such 
a firiend, perhaps you may cure her of some of her 
Puritanical notions I" 

"I detest arguments," said his wife, "but I can 
put proper books in her way, and if she is our guest 
for any length of time, (which I suppose must be the 
case,) she will be introduced to Mr. Williamson, and if 
she can withstand him^ she is hopeless. Do you mean 
to write to Mrs. Courtney to-morrow?" she added after 
a pause. 

" Of course I must, or the day after ; but she never 
was femous for taking my advice ; I shall beg her to 
let Clara join her sister, and then perhaps they might 
settle in a lodging somewhere. Emily of course will 
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remain with her mother. I hope therefore you 
not long be troubled with my relations ; if she "• 
not so foolishly bigoted and precise Agatha n 
marry, for she certainly is pretty." 

" Hm I" said Mrs. Courtney drily, " there is a ^ 
of fashion, and of the manner of the world, about 
which will certainly prevent her having any succei 
town : she is only fitted for the country at best, 
my dear, I am getting tired, will you get me a chai 
candle, and remember to-day is a vigil, and I ha 
know how I shall keep my eyes open to get thrc 
it." 



CHAPTER XIV. 

iagatlm in Inttltnn. 

Patioues and anxieties were all shortly forgotten by 
igatha in a sound night's rest; but harassing thoughts 
etumed with the morning's light, and the future all 
eemed veiled in doubt and uncertainty. Still she 
cold not doubt that she had done right in thus seeking 
he only aid and protection she could turn to ; and for 
he present she must content herself with having at 
3ast found a brother's protection, and patiently await 
rhatever. One far wiser and kinder than the best of 
•rothers, should provide for herself and her dear ones. 
Inch meditations, and the earnest trustful prayers they 
ispired, prepared Agatha to leave her room calm and 
heerful. Though she had slept much later than usual, 
he found she had yet retained much of her early con- 
Inental habits, for the breakfast-room was only in pre- 
•aration, and she had an hour to herself in the drawing- 
Dom. The books exhibited in the shelves and on the 
aible as she took them up one after another, aU told of 
lie Tractite school of literature, as also the pictures, 
Ibums, and the very ornaments on the mantel-piece. 
Lgatha, on glancing over a few of the volumes, which 
rere quite new to her, felt surprise that people could 
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venture so near the Church of Rome as these writers, 
and yet not go further. She turned from these, and 
amused herseK with some exquisite Italian views in a 
handsome scrap book. The break£eist bell summoned 
her from her occupation, to join her brother and sister, 
who had by this time made their appearance, and ex- 
pressed surprise at finding her down stairs. After 
breakfast, Mr. Courtney annoimced his intention of 
writing to his step-mother, and as Mrs. Courtney also 
opened an elegant escritoire, and prepared to write a 
note, Agatha retired to pour out her thqughts to her 
kind friend, M. Marcel, who had begged to hear from 
her. On returning to the drawing-room, she found 
Mrs. Courtney at her embroidery frame, and sat down 
herseK to some more useful though less elegant piece 
of needlework. 

Mrs. Courtney opened the conversation by asking 
Agatha some questions about the convent in which her 
mother was living. " I know a good deal about con- 
vent life myself," she said, " when I was travelling 
with papa in Belgium last year, I was shown all over 
a convent at Bruges by the abbess, who took a fancy to 
me; and I assure you, nothing could be happier or 
more comfortable than the whole establishment,— ^no- 
thing gloomy about it, or its inmates." 

" The Superior of St. Catherine's is very far from 
gloomy in her appearance," replied Agatha, " and I 
fancy she leads no very ascetic life ; what those about 
her do, what goes on within walls whose secrets are 
never opened to the light of day, it would be harder to 
guess." 
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"Very likely you would guess a good deal more 
than really takes place," said Mrs. Courtney. " It is 
of course natural you should be anxious about your 
mother and sister, but I dare say they meet with the 
with greatest respect and attention as new converts. It 
certainly was a pity your mother should have taken 
such a step, as that of abandoning the Church in which 
she was bom ; but unwise as it certainly was, it may 
be easily accounted for." 

" How accounted for ?" asked Agatha, " unless you 
think that her former life in the world would naturally 
end in another extreme." 

" Not exactly that," replied the lady with an air of 
superiority, "but I fancy that your mother never while 
in England saw much of religion in its more moderate 
form ; her friends and relations were either quite gay, 
or of very extreme views — ^narrow views as to reli- 
^on." 

" I do not know which of our very few relatives you 
can be alluding to," said Agatha ; " but I am sure 
mamma was influenced by no such causes, and how 
could true religion injure any one ?" 

" Easily, if carried to any extreme that could offend 
a person of more taste than natural devotion. Now I 
have heard my husband say that his father's mother, 
though an excellent woman, no doubt, was just such a 
person." 

"My dear grandmother 1" exclaimed Agatha with 
more vivacity, " how could she offend any one's taste — 
all loveliness and refinement as her character was I 
Dear mamma unfortunately from leading so different a 

L 
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kind of life, saw but little of her, but I was brought up 
by her during my childhood's happy years." 

" Ah, so I have heard ; well you cannot deny that 
she was very strict, quite evangelical in her opinions ?" 

" Evangelical is used I believe, by some, as a term 
of reproach," said Agatha, " yet why should I refuse for 
my beloved and best friend, an epithet she would have 
humbly rejoiced to bear ? For never did any one cling 
in more humble and childlike simplicity to the blessed 
Gospel, according to its plain and literal meaning, and 
strive to follow her Saviour in more entire trust and 
submission of will." 

" Oh, I know she was a very good woman and all 
that, and of course you were very fond of her ; yet you 
must excuse my saying that had she brought you up in 
rather more liberal views, you might have been of more 
use to your mother." 

" My grandmother's views were as liberal, I think, as 
is consistent with earnest religion ; hers was truly a zeal 
according to knowledge ; but I was still very yoimg when 
I lost her, and had not profited as I ought to have done 
by such a friend, or perhaps I might have been per- 
mitted to have been of some use to my poor dear mo- 
ther," said Agatha sadly. 

"I have heard Mortimer say," continued Mrs. Court- 
ney, without appearing to attend to her last words, 
^' that his grandmother had such a horror of the Roman 
schism. Now you know when people find a thing not 
so black as it was painted to them, they are always 
apt to fancy it faultless. The only way is to be very 
moderate, and to point out to such people how much 
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there is in their own Church that they have iinder- 
valu^ — how many of its rites and observances they 
liave slighted — ^how many blessed privileges they have 
scarcely even been aware of, far less made use of as 
they ought." 

" In short, how near our Church may be brought to 
Borne, you would seem to say," replied Agatha mildly, 
yet with a touch of irony in her tone. 

** No, not brought to Rome, but in how many points, 
and those to some minds the most attractive, she really 
does resemble her ; not of course in what may be er- 
roneous, or unsuited to the present age, or taste. You 
look quite shocked, Miss Courtney, but I assure you 
that had I had the pleasure of knowing your mother, I 
believe I might (in all humility I say it), have been 
the means of saving you and your family this sad break- 
up, by pointing out to her a life nearly as congenial 
to her mind, to be led within the pale of her own 
Church." 

Agatha did not reply to this self-complacent remark, 
for she began to see that her mother might truly have 
remained in her own Church, and yet have led a life 
about as devoted to external forms of worship, to 
ceremonies and rites as far removed from Gospel 
simplicity, as she now led in a Romish convent. 
While we carry about with us this weak, erring na- 
ture, and this tendency to worship all that approaches 
nearest to that nature, not to the imseen God, it little 
matters under what external form we seek to offer to 
Him sacrifices that He will not accept, instead of the 
Christian's only sacrifice — ^the broken and cx)ntrite heart 

l2 
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Such thouglits as these kept her silent, and when 1 
sister-in-law agjdn spoke, it was to ask her opinion 
the piece of work she was engaged in. 

This conversation gave Agatha a good idea of wl 
her life with her relatives was likely to prove, and s 
found it much what she expected. Mortimer, w 
formerly had belonged to the school of utter indiff< 
ence as to religion, now held the same views as his wi 
and both of them observed all the endless ceremonia 
and held the peculiar doctrines of what they called t 
Anglican Church, but which others called the Tract 
Party ; and cordially agreed in disliking, he in a c< 
dry way, she with more bitterness, everything whi 
they considered as savouring of Dissent. Their condi 
to herself, though not affectionate, was not unkind, cc 
siderihg that her society was quite uncongenial to the 
Her brother was always civil to her, and left her 
follow her own tastes and pursuits without interferenc 
and though her sister-in-law was less forbearing, and p 
tinaciously choosing on every possible occasion to drj 
her into hot arguments, or to launch forth her arrows 
opprobrium and contemptuous sarcasm against allt 
people, or even books, that Agatha most revered ; 3 
even she was sometimes disarmed, or at least silenc 
by her antagonist's mild firmness. 

Meanwhile Agatha was looking anxiously for 
answer to her brother's letter ; it came at length in i 
shape of a letter from the Superior to her brother, c 
closing a short note to him, and also one to Agai 
from her mother. The abbess stated that Clara was 
happy as her sister in the convent, that she had yield 
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to Emily's entreaties when she first consented to stay, 
and could on no account bear the idea of being separated 
from her mother and sister. She added that she re- 
ferred Mr. Courtney to " Madame Courtney's letter*' to 
judge of her feelings ; and she ended with speaking in 
most affectionate terms of the whole family. Mrs. 
Courtney's letters simply confirmed what the Superior 
had said, declaring that they were all quite happy with 
their kind friends, and could not endure the thought of 
any change. 

"You see," said Mortimer, as he handed the Su- 
perior's letter to Agatha, "there is nothing else to be 
done at present but to leave my sisters where they ap- 
pear to be happy, and where at all events they are 
under the protection of their mother, and are well cared 
for. It would be impossible for me to urge the"matter 
further after such letters." 

Agatha sighed ; for the letters to her conveyed no 
impression at all, but that the Superior and her mo- 
ther were determined not to be interfered with, and 
that the former (as she had foreseen) chose to call Clara 
happy and satisfied, without the poor child herself hav- 
ing the power to contradict her. However, there was 
nothing more for Agatha to do, since her brother, who 
alone had the legal power, refused to interfere further. 
Agatha did indeed urge upon him the probability of 
poor Clara's secret suffering, and the certainty of 
Emily's becoming a Roman Catholic ; but he smiled 
at her fears for Clara, and refiised to attempt what he 
considered so unjustifiable a thing as to separate 
daughters from their mother ; so Agatha had no hopes 
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left her — no part to take for her dear ones — ^no farther 
attempt that she could make, but to pray for them — ^no 
insignificant boon, Christian reader ; for who shall tell 
what those prayers, sown in sorrowing but not Mthless 
tears, may not bring forth I 



CHAPTER XV. 

life in tju €mmnl 

Leaving Agatha for the present, we will take a glance 
at her young sisters and their mother. The interior of 
the convent presented very diflferent scenes in its dif- 
ferent apartments ; the Abb^ de Fleurier had just called 
to^pay a visit to Mrs. Courtney, whom he found in the 
room which had been allotted to her, engaged in illu- 
minating a little book called the Glories of Mary^ after 
an ancient copy, with brilliantly coloured illustrations, 
which the Superior had lent her. 

" I was not aware you were an artist, my dear 
madam I" said he, stooping to inspect her work. 

" I had forgotten all my accomplishments, indeed," 
said Mrs. Courtney, "but when our good Superior 
heard me say I had formerly studied miniature paint- 
ing, she insisted on my endeavouring to recall the long 
neglected talent, in order to employ it in the service of 
the Church." 

" Thus it is," said the Abbe, " that in our religion, 
nothing is wasted, the greatest and the smallest powers 
are alike made use of, and graciously accepted by the 
Church to whom they are offered." 
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" This, if worthy of being joined to the exquisitely 
embroidered stole worked by the sisters," said Mrfl. 
Courtney, " is to form part of a present destined to the 
Bishop on his next visit to the convent." 

" I congratulate you, madam, on being permitted to 
labour for such a purpose, — ah I would that your 1a- 
lented daughter were here to employ her charmiiig 
skill in the same way I" 

" I cannot forget, Monsieur T AbbS," said the mother, 
sighing, " that my poor dear child used her accomplish- 
ments to procure me comforts in our temporary povertf^ 
— surely that was a good cause also I" 

" Yes, certainly, my dear friend, a good^ though not 
a holy cause, since it was natural affection and not re- 
ligion that prompted her devoted conduct. What we 
do for our earthly friends is amiable and laudaUe ; but 
how far better is it to work for the Church of God; 
that is a meritorious action in itself, and one which wiU 
surely gain its due reward. But, tell me, are you still 
content with your peaceful resting-place — and do you 
continue not to regret the vain world from which yoa 
are thus for a time secluded ?" 

" Oh yes, I am content here," said Mrs. Courtney ; 
'^ I feel the blessing of being safe^ and having my £uth 
confirmed by constant exercise in the ordinances and 
ceremonies of the Church ; were all my daughters with 
me, and of one mind, I should indeed be most happy. 
I do not say that I never wish to live outside these 
blessed walls again : for much as I prize the peace I 
enjoy here, I am conscious of my own deficiencies, my 
dear Abb^ ; I have not the ' vocation pour la reiraite;* 
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but for the present, after all the agitation resulting 
itom my change of views, I desire nothing beyond 
sacred sedusion/' 

" That is exactly what I both wished and believed 
of you, my dear friend. I never dreamt of advising 
you to be a permanent inmate of a convent ; after a 
year spent here^ your faith will be established, and you 
can return to the world which you are so well fitted to 
«dom. Whether you would so soon deprive your 
children of the advantages of education they enjoy 
under our excellent friends here, will be a matter for 
future deliberation." 

" Ah, my children are a source of great anxiety to 
to me, said Mrs. Courtney. " Emily is indeed safe, as 
I trust, and is to be baptized with me next week ; but 
Clara is, I grieve to say, still unconvinceable and re- 
bdlious : she refuses to conform to the regulations of 
the house except where they are totally unconnected 
with religion. I wish you would talk to her, — my in- 
fluence is now absolutely nothing, — ^and the Superior 
even wishes that I should not see her, except in the 
recreation-room in the refectory, for some time to 
come." 

" I will go and look for her now, and return to you 
afterwards," said the Abb^, rising : and summoning the 
lay-sister to conduct him to the school-ropm, he left 
Mrs. Courtney to her illuminations. 

In the school-room, a number of girls of different 
ages were employed at their various studies, under the 
superintendence of three or four nuns. Little Emily 
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was easily distinguished by her bright curls and laugh* 
ing countenance, standing among a group who were 
showing their work to Madame la Superi^ure. 

" Ah, M. FAbb^ I" cried she, as soon as she caught 
sight of him, ''I am so glad you are come; I have 
some prayers to repeat to you ; I can say them quite 
perfect ; I think you will be pleased with me to-day :" 
and she began repeating in a rapid manner some Ladn 
words, w;hose signification, if she had ever comprehended 
it, she had already forgotten. '^ I know part of the 
Litany of the Virgin^ alao" continued she. This was 
in French ; but the words were nearly as immeaning as 
the Latin to the young mind. 

The Abbfe expressed himself very well satisfied lyith 
her progress, stroked her head, and gave her a box of 
bonbons. 

" Now tell M. TAbbS what you are preparing for 
next week, my angel I" said the Superior. 

" Oh, for my baptism I" said Emily, trying to assume 
a more serious look ; ^' mamma and I are to be baptized 
next week : and there is to be a grand procession : and 
you, and Madame de Fleurier, and Josephine will come, 
won't you ?" 

" Certainly, my child, we shall be here, and several 
friends of the Baroness, also ; but I am looking for 
your sister, — where is she?" 

"There is Clara at her embroidery, near the win- 
dow," said Emily, " as silent and grave as ever, — dear 
me, I wonder she cannot be merry as I am. Formerly, 
you know, madame," looking up at the Superior as she 
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^ke, '^ I used to think one might never laugh in a 
otrnvent ; but now I see that was only one of the stories 
people told, to keep us from coming here V* 

"All, ha I la petite espt^gUr whispered the Superior 
to the Abbd, as she put her finger under Emily's 
rounded chin, and laughingly shook her head at her. 
^Tou may go now, my little one, and see Soeur 
Her^ make the bonbons for the dejeuner of next 
Tuesday r 

Emily gladly ran oS, while they proceeded to the 
other end of the room, where Clara was engaged in 
working, under the inspection of Sceur Camille. The 
dark grey dress which, like the other pupils (a few of 
the younger children excepted), she had assumed, and 
which, unrelieved by the slightest ornament, added to 
the seriousness of her expression, grave indeed beyond 
her years, contrasted touchingly with her slender 
girlisb figure, and fair youthful face. 

" She certainly is like Mdlle. Agatha, already," 
said the Abbfe, in a low voice to the Superior; "I 
wish the likeness may go no further V* 

** She is very hard to manage, indeed," replied the 
Superior. " Well, Sceur Camille, how does your pupil 
get on?" 

"I have no reason to complain of her, madame," 
said the nun, rising; ''she is very attentive to her 
work." 

" I wish I could say the same in other things," said 
the Superior; "I will, however, leave M. TAbbS to 
talk with her a little." 

The Abb^, accordingly, withdrew with Clara into a 
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recess of the window, where they could talk wH 
being overheard. 

" Now, teU me, MdUe. Clara," said he, kindly, " 
is it that you displease your good mamma, and !f 
one here, by refusing to conform to the rules o: 
house?*' 

''I do not disobey them, monsieur, except ip 
they interfere with my conscience," said Clara; 
cannot help thinking I was entrapped in here 
meanly and unkindly; but, as mamma desires i 
obey the rules of the conrent, I do so, as £Eur 
can." 

'' At your age, my child, there need be no lin 
your obedience to your mother," said the Abb^. 

'' You would not say so, monsieur, to the child 
Protestant mother 1 " exclaimed Clara, with some s 

"Hush," ssdd he, rather sternly; "do not spe 
that those children may hear. I see you are still i 
your sister's influence, and all that I could say 
well be in vain, since the Superior and Father Eus 
have both failed : and since your mother's advio 
commands are alike disregarded." 

" It is not Agatha, but the Word of God I am t 
to obey," said Clara. 

" That is to say, her interpretation of it, assist! 
a heretic pastor : the Bible is not flt for childrex 
you, who cannot possibly comprehend it, and 
puzzle your minds by its study." 

" I assure you, monsieur," said Clara, with ea 
simplicity, " that the books Madame la Superiftur 
made me read, are much more puzzling : and bei 
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you know, the Bible is inspired by God, and we must 
believe what it tells us; but other books may be 
^rrong," 

" If you are so wise, Mdlle. Clara, perhaps you know 
-thai a conunand for cluldren to obey their parents is 
given more than once in the Bible/' 

** Yes, monsieur, I do indeed ; but our Saviour says, 
* he that loveth father or mother more than me, is not 
worthy of me ;' now, if I disobey what I believe to be 
God's commands, I should be loving and obeying a 
mother more than Him." 

" I am really not up to arguing with so clever and 
sophistical a young lady," said the Abb^, sarcastically : 
"in your present state of self-conceit and spiritual 
pride, words would, I fear, be wasted ; I wish only to 
put before you the propriety of paying at least outward 
respect to the desires of your mother, while she chooses 
you to continue an inmate of St. Catherine's : if you 
will not be converted for your own sake, conform to the 
observances of the house, for her's : religious forms are 
80 mingled with every lesson, every repast, — with aU 
that passes in a convent, in short, that it is impossible 
for one pupil to be excused from submitting to them 
without deranging the whole system. Your own sense 
must surely enable you to see this, Mdlle. Clara." 

" I know it," said she : " and therefore it is that I 
ought not to be forced to remain here. No monsieur, 
they may punish me as they will, God will give me 
strength to stand firm : and, even if through my weak- 
ness I fail, remember, that starving and imprisonment 
do not make converts." 



158 QUICKSANDS ON FOREIGN SHORES. 

'' Who thinks of starving or imprisoning you, my 
dear?'' said the Abb^ gently. '^ Do not talk nonsense, 
I beg. The Superior has, I know, thought of separat- 
ing you from your companions and especially from your 
little sister, lest your sad errors might injure them, 
but a temporary confinement to your own room would 
not be imprisonment ; even this, however, at my re- 
quest she has modified, and will, I believe, continue 
to allow you to be in the schoolroom on the conditicm of 
your never speaking to the pupils, or indeed to any one 
except herself and the sisters who are immediately en- 
gaged in tuition. For the rest, we must give you time, 
and I hope you will not long resist the prayers which 
your mother daily offers up for you. Now take this 
book, and let me hope you will read it carefully." As 
he spoke he put a small volume into her hand. 

" I will read it, as you wish," said she ; ** but I 
know it will not convince me. And may I then never 
speak to poor Emily again ? Oh, it is very cruel I" 
And the tears ran down poor Clara's cheeks as she 
spoke. 

" It is you who are cruel to yourself," said the Abb& 
" Now I must bid you farewell, with my best wishes 
for a speedy change of heart and mind in you, my poor 
misguided child I" 

The Abb^ then left her and returned to Mrs. Court- 
ney's room. 

" Well, Monsieur, what do you think of my dear 
Clara ?" said she. " Am I to have but one child?" 

" I fear so, at present," said he. " She seems ob- 
stinate enough ; but do not let us despair : she has only 
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been here a few weeks, and time may make a great 
difference in her feelings. Meanwhile, the Superior 
and I have arranged a mode of action which, without 
any severity, will be likely to have a beneficial effect. 
You must, however, yourself submit never to address 
her, or allow her to speak to you ; for our plan forbids 
all intercourse with any except the instructing sisters 
and the Superior. You will see her in the schoolroom 
and in the refectory, — but that is all.'' 

" I cannot hesitate, of course," said Mrs. Courtney. 
" I shall be so happy if you succeed, that my opposition 
need not be feared." 

" This is just what I expected of you ; and I trust 
you will not be very long obliged to maintain this strict 
silence towards your daughter," said the Abb^. " In 
a little while the natural longing of youth for sympathy 
and conversation will prompt her to become confidential 
towards the sisters who teach her, and as she will only 
hear sentiments in unison with our wishes, I think with 
the fdd of the blessed Virgin and St. Catherine, that we 
shall in the course of time see her brought over to the 
true fold." 

" Who knows, madam, perhaps we may see Mdlle. 
Agatha here one day I" said the Superior, who entered 
during the end of the conversation ; and she added, as 
she accompanied the Abb^ to the door, '^ K she comes 
here it wiU be to remain 1 A convent is often chosen at 
last by those who had once scorned the idea of it. 
Wotmded affection especially drives many girls into this 
holy retreat; they long to hide themselves from the 
weary world, you know. Ah, ah I I am not ignorant of 
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all that goes on outside our walls M. TAbbfe. I know 
something of the torments found in gay life; and I 
assure you some who have little expected it, come to 
seek peace in a convent at last/' 

" And do they find it there ?" mentally exclaimed a 
nun who had caught the last words as she slowly as- 
cended the staircase; " alas, my experience tells anoth^ 
tale I" And Sceur Camille, for it was she, sighed 
deeply at the recollection of the disappointment of all 
her enthusiasm, when after flying from a world in 
which she had met with nothing but vanity and vexa- 
tion of spirit, she had sought peace in a convent, but 
found it not. Her sighs changed however to an inward 
prayer of thankfulness as she thought on the blessing 
granted her since that time- of sorrow and bitterness, in 
the Book of Life which had fallen into her hands, and 
which had ever since been her constant companion. 

She was now going to Clara's cell to give her a long 
and difficult task of needlework to be performed during 
the hours of recreation in the garden, from which she 
was henceforth to be excluded. 

The usually cold calm manner of the nun chang^ as 
by magic as soon as she had closed the door, " My 
dearest child/' she said in a low but fervent tone as she 
clasped the weeping Clara in her arms, " do not thus 
afflict yourself, I have hopes that there is some good 
even now in store for us ; but if not, you must not de- 
spair : you have stood the trial nobly, God has been 
with you, and He will not forsake the weak and lowly, 
you know, if they trust in Him I" 

" But, oh, Sceur Camille, how long is it to last ?" 
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said Clara, endeavouring to calm herself, and sitting 
down on the pallet bed. 

" How long, dearest child 1 That, the merciful 
Father whose eye is now watching us, alone knows ! 
He knows too," added she, covering her eyes with 
her hand, "that there are mental struggles not less 
painful than reproaches and scorn from without I I 
feel, Clara, that I am as it were hiding myself, and 
letting you, child as you are, stand forward to bear 
alone the brunt of persecution; and I long — ^yes, I long 
to speak — to tell all ; to say, I am not a Roman Catho- 
lic, I disbelieve all you teach, I hold to the Word — the 
true Word of God alone. Yet if I were to speak thus, 
we should be separated probably for ever ; I could no 
longer fulfil my promise to your dear sister to watch 
over you.'* 

" Do not think of discovering yourself yet, dear 
Soeur Camille," said Clara, clinging round her, " what 
should I do without you? Wait a while, and our 
friends will do something for us both." 

" That reminds me of some good news I have for 
you, Clara," said Soeur Camille, " but take care, the 
utmost caution is necessary now, a word, a look even, 
may risk all." 

" Oh, you have heard of Agatha I is it so ?" whis- 
pered Clara, now radiant with joy and hope. 

" Not exactly ; but we have hopes of being soon in 
communication with her and other Protestant friends ; 
our lay- sister, Justine, you know, is from the same 
neighbourhood as I am, and this fact has long given 
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her a certain interest in me. When I went to recruit 
my health two years ago, I gained all the information 
I could about her friends and family, and was able to 
gratify her on my return with news of them. She is 
grateful and kindly in disposition, and once or twice I 
have hazarded a few remarks on the subject of religion, 
which were not taken amiss, and I am sure she never 
betrayed me, or I should soon have suffered in conse- 
quence. Since you have been here, she has been veiy 
curious about the opinions and views of Protestants, 
and has seized every occasion to ask me about this sub- 
ject. I have always told her that Protestants, or 
Gospel Christians, believe so and so, without absolutely 
saying I agreed with them, but simply as their belie£ 
She always listens with interest, and to-day to my joy 
and surprise, she offered of her own accord to convey a 
note to M. Marcel. She said that yesterday when 
gathering flowers for the chapel, she had accidentally 
seen him, in a boat on the river, near the convent gar- 
dens. That no one else being near, she had ventured 
to descend the steps, and exchanged a few words with 
him. He will let some imsuspicious-looking but trusty 
messenger come and get our note, very early in the 
morning, while the nuns are all at matins, and we are 
to put it, through the agency of Justine, under a certain 
stone by the terrace steps. Thus you see, my child, 
God has mercifully heard our prayers, and in part they 
are already granted, for a way of communicating with 
our Christian friends seems opening to us.*' 

" How thankful I am,*' said Clara, " I was begin- 
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ning to despair, but that is wrong, as Agatha has so 
often told me. Now have we time to read, or must you 
leave me ?" 

" I may stay a little longer, as the Superior desired 
me to remain with you during recreation, I believe to 
lecture you ; well, I will do better, for I will read to 
you from the Holy Book ; but your fingers must ply 
the needle rapidly, my child, for you have a long task 
before you, and I shall not have time to help you as I 
could wish/' 

She then drew out of a secret pocket her small Bible 
(Clara had been deprived of hers), and opening the 
New Testament, read to her young friend, still in the 
low voice which they always used when together. 

" Do you know,'* said Clara, as she closed the book, 
" the very last sermon I heard M. Marcel preach, was 
on what you have just read, — ^the Lord coming to the 
disciples on the sea at night; and he told us that 
Christians were often like the disciples, the world was 
our troubled sea, he said, and God saw fit to try us by 
many a billow ; yet could we but hold out with faith 
and patience, Jesus would come to us in the fourth 
watch, saying, 'Peace, be still,' to our anxious hearts.'* 

" You did well to remember such comforting words, 
dear Clara, and now let us ask for strength from above 
before we part." 
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CHAPTER XYI. 

Snnkts nnJt ^nmm. 

The day for the ceremony arrived, and was, as Emily 
had pronounced it beforehand, "a grand day." All the 
splendour which the Church of Rome so well knows 
how to lavish on these occasions, was employed to daz- 
zle the eyes of the spectators and actors in the scene, 
which was indeed to Clara's eyes more Uke a theatrical 
entertainment than a religious ordinance. She, and 
Soeur Camille were the only individuals however who 
were not charmed with the rich vestments of the priests, 
the blaze of lighted candles, the exquisite perfume of 
the incense which filled the chapel, the music which 
rolled and swelled along its vaulted roof, the splen- 
didly adorned shrines, and the altar glittering with 
gold and silver. 

Little Emily was in raptures, and her mother was 
so excited that by the conclusion of the ceremony, the 
colour on her cheek was quite crimson. She went 
through it however with much propriety, as the nuns 
afterwards assured her, and was then surrounded by 
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the Baroness and her friends, all embracing and con- 
gratulating her, and overwhelming Emily with caresses 
and praises. 

A dSjeuner was afterwards served in the refectory to 
the ladies of the party. When the guests had taken 
their departure, and the bustle had at length subsided, 
Mrs. Courtney withdrew to her chamber in an exalted 
state of confused delight, in which if a shadow of 
doubt or regret mingled, it was instantly smothered by 
feelings of enthusiastic joy and triumph. She was not 
herself aware how large a share gratified vanity had in 
all this, and how much less exalted her sentiments 
would have been if the ceremony had been stripped of 
all its outward shew and pomp, and there had been no 
gratulating Mends or admiring crowd to surround her. 

But when a few days had passed, when with her 
ordinary dress, she had resumed her ordinary habits, 
and when all was quiet as before in the convent, there 
came a sudden chill over her excited feelings, and it 
seemed as if a voice she could not entirely silence, 
kept whispering in her ear that she had not found peace 
after all, — that perhaps she was wrong. The doubt 
was agony, she strove to banish it by spending hours 
before her crucifix, or before the image of the Virgin 
that stood in a niche in her room, but in vain ; and 
after a day or two of mental distress which she could 
hardly conceal, she confessed her trouble to the Su- 
perior, and entreated for an interview with Father 
Eustache the confessor of the convent. Of course this 
was granted without difficidty, Father Eustache was 
ready enough to obey the summons when a hint of the 
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case was conveyed to him, and Mrs. Courtney was soon 
kneeling at the feet of her fellow-sinner. 

" Oh, father, tell me what to do 1" she exclaimed ; 
" I am very wrong, I know, — ^very weak and culpable 1 
but I cannot drive these thoughts away, — ^they seem to 
haimt me !" 

" What thoughts are you speaking of, my daughter?" 
asked the priest ; '^ you must calm this agitation, and 
tell me quietly your difficulties and troubles ; then we 
will see what is to be done ; the church is all powerful, 
you know I" 

" I do believe it, father, I do, indeed !" said Mrs. 
Courtney, trying to compose herself: and, at a sign 
from Father Eustache, taking a seat opposite to him. 
'^ I am, I trust, a true and sincere member of the Holy 
Church which so lately received me; but, oh father, 
what will you think of me, when I tell you that I have 
been assailed lately with doubts, horrible doubts, upon 
all that I hold most sacred? I endeavour to drive 
away these ideas by force, as it were, but, though I 
succeed for the time, they return the next hour. I tell 
over my rosary ; I pray ; I read the books you have 
supplied me with; but still without obtaining ease of 
mind I" 

" This is a temptation, my daughter, — an attempt to 
win you back again from the true Church into the arms 
of heresy. It is not uncommon for converts to suffer 
in this way ; but if you persevere in prayer and penance, 
you will, ere long, find the evil spirit depart from you. 
I say penance as well as prayer, because you must be 
aware that doubt is a sin !" 
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" Oh, yes, yes I any penance you lay upon me I will 
cheerfully submit to, father ; I only desire to find again 
the joy and comfort of mind I possessed so lately." 

" Well," said Father Eustache, " you must first make 
a regular and minute confession of every thought, word, 
and deed, during the last few days, and especially of these 
doubting and heretical thoughts. I will afterwards ap- 
point you fitting penance, and will then recommend you 
particularly to the intercession of your patron Saint." 
(Mrs. Coiirtney had assumed at her baptism the name, 
and, consequently, claimed the patronage of St. Cathe- 
rine, to whom the convent was dedicated.) 

Oh, if I had but anything of value, — any property 
beyond my small income," said she, " how glad I should 
be to dedicate something to the shrine of the Saint, to 
secure still farther her intercession for me 1 I feel I 
stand in need of every possible aid." 

'* Your gracious and amiable patroness will not refuse 
her mediation on account of your poverty," said Father 
Eustache : "it is, indeed, rather as a proof of affection 
and devotion that offerings are acceptable ; but, madame, 
though your small fortune is at present absolutely re- 
quired to pay your board, and the education of your 
daughters here, yet, its future disposal rests entirely 
with you." 

" But what would my children do were I to leave all 
I have away from them ?" said Mrs. Courtney. 

" They would be the especial care of the Holy Saint, 
and the convent would retain them among its members," 
replied Father Eustache : " for the vowing a property 
to a church or convent, is in itself a meritorious action, 
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and one which not only blots out many sins, but is even 
entitled to reward." 

" Would such an action indeed blot out some of my 
offences?" said Mrs. Courtney, eagerly; "then, father, 
I am inclined to make a vow of this kind without 
delay." 

" Nay, my dear daughter, be not rash, think it over, 
and we will talk of this matter again at another time ; 
I am now ready to hear your confession." 

Mrs. Courtney again knelt before him, and repeated 
the formula of Mea culpa^ &c., with which she had 
been taught to commence her confessions ; after this 
preliminary, she told all that she could possibly re- 
call, with the assistance of the most searching questions 
from the priest, of her actions, feelings, and thoughts^ 
since her last confession. 

It was a considerable time before she returned to the 
parlour, where the Superior was waiting for her, as she 
wished to know whether Father Eustache had been 
able to console their unhappy charge. 

" I hope the good Father has directed you, my dear 
child, to such means of comfort as will prove efficacious," 
she said, kindly. 

" Alas I" said Mrs. Courtney, " he cannot as yet give 
me the greatest comfort, — the one I crave for, — absolu- 
tion; I must perform several penances before he can 
grant it to me : but first, ma m^re, he desires me to 
tell you, with deep shame and contrition, that I broke 
my promise to you, yesterday, and spoke to Clara on 
the staircase." 

** And did not instantly come to confess it to me?" 
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said the Superior, with some indignation. " Ah, mon • 
enfant, have I deserved this treatment,— this hreach of 
faith, i^nd want of confidence ?" 

" I am deeply repentant, ma chere mhre, and long to 
prove my sorrow for this fault ; I have already suffered 
for it, I assure you ; for the Father tells me that it was 
in consequence of my breaking this promise, that my 
wretched doubts came more strongly than ever before 
my mind last night, and that my poor dear Clara was 
permitted, for the time, to be an agent of the evil one." 

" What I did she dare to speak to you on her heretical 
notions?" said the Superior: ^'tell me, madame, all 
that passed ; and rely on my tenderness towards your 
errors." 

"I met her going up stairs," said Mrs. Courtney; 
^ and felt impelled to say something to her about past 
times : it was the poor child's birthday, and I could not 
help remarking on the fact, and saying, that in old 
times she would not have been without a kiss from her 
mother till this hour in the day, (it was twelve o'clock, 
I think), especially on her birthday. ' Oh, mamma, it 
is not my fault,' said she. ' Oh, don't you regret having 
come here? sometimes I am sure you dol' Then she 
went on speaking about the past, and about Agatha, 
and the Bible ; I really cannot remember the words, I 
tried in vain to repeat them to Father Eustache ; but 
I was so agitated at the time, that I only remember 
the general tenor of what she said. Presently one of 
the sisters came into the hail, and I slipped up stairs as 
quietly as I could, to avoid notice." 

^^ This was a great sin, and one that needs penance. 
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•indeed," said the Superior; "but you have ray for- 
giveness abeady, dear child ; do not afflict yourself, all 
will yet be well. See, here is a picture of St. Cathe- 
rine, exquisitely coloured, which has just been presented 
to our convent by the mother of one of my young no- 
vices ; I will hang it in your room, that you may have, 
as it were, the company of your sweet patroness during 
your lonely hours." 

Mrs. Courtney was fiill of gratitude and joy, and 
seemed quite to forget the share of trouble that was to 
fall on poor Clara for her part of the misdemeanour. 
She then explained to the Superior that she was to re- 
pair to the chapel at midnight, and pray before the 
various shrines till matins. Other penances she had to 
perform, but they were private, and must on no account 
be revealed to any one. In three days Father Eustache 
was to see her again, and, as she hoped, give her 
absolution. 

" Oh, how I long for the termination of this time of 
repentance," said she, as she pressed the Superior's 
hand; "for then the Father promises to absolve me 
from all my sins, and give me peace of mind again. 
But, oh, if I should die before the three days are 
past I" 

" Do not put on such a face of terror, my dear friend," 
said the Superior, smiling at her fears ; " you will not 
die so soon, I never saw anyone look better; and I 
promise you, if you fall sick before the penance is 
ended, we will engage one of the sisters to perform the 
remainder in your name I" 

Comforted by this promise, Mrs. Courtney withdrew 
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to prepare herself by a little rest for the night of vigil 
that was before her. It passed, — and so did the three 
following days, — ^the penances were over, — and Mrs. 
Courtney received the desired absolution. For a time 
she was happy ; but, alas, for human promises of peace 1 
she soon found that her happiness was not abiding, — ^it 
was not peace, in short. 

She caught a severe cold, moreover, by kneeling so 
long in the cold chapel at night ; for, though December 
in Proven9e is very unlike that gloomy month with us, 
it was not weather to allow a somewhat delicate person 
to perform such exploits without risk. This kind of 
penance, too, was repeated, at intervals, of her own 
accord ; for, when not doubting, she was fanatical, or 
rather she became fanatical to drive away doubts ; she 
even went into the vaults to pray for some hours, on 
the occasion of a death in the convent, and, in conse- 
quence, was laid up for several days with an attack on 
the chest. 

Her health suffered so seriously from all this, that 
Clara had the grief of seeing her each day thinner than 
the last, and of hearing her frequent cough, and noticing 
her want of appetite at their repasts, without being even 
allowed the trivial comfort of asking her how she felt. 
The alteration in Mrs. Courtney's health struck Clara 
more than the other inhabitants of the convent, because, 
after the occasion already alluded to, of her meeting 
her mother on the stairs, — she had been, by way of 
punishment for transgression of orders, confined to her 
cell for a week, and when she first came back to the 
school-room, Mrs Courtney was kept to her room from 
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a cold, so that when at last they met at table again, 
Clara was quite shocked at the change which a few 
weeks had wrought. She was herself looking thin 
and pale, from confinement to the house, — ^the long 
tasks of work or writing, which occupied her whole 
day, — and the severe fasts which she was compelled to 
observe from time to time, so that her mother must 
have noticed it had she been less self-engrossed. But 
Clara had a comfort in the midst of her trials, which 
cheered even this gloomy life ; and Sceur Camille by 
her affection and sympathy added to this comfort, as 
far as anything earthly could, and supported the young 
Christian in her difficult path with tender encourage- 
ment and advice. She still delayed to declare herself 
a Protestant, though the attendance on mass was be- 
come extremely painful to her, for she could not endure 
the idea of abandoning Clara. If the prospect of li- 
berty, still distant, should ultimately fail, she resolved 
to brave everything, and be, if needful, a martyr to the 
truth, rather than linger on in this wretched state of 
concealment. 

The notes they occasionally received from M. Maroel, 
through the intervention of Justine, afforded both com- 
fort and hope: he told them that he had found out 
Soeur Camille' s friends at Lyons, and had been promised 
their aid whenever it should seem possible to do any- 
thing towards their release. At present, it was neces- 
sary to wait till Agatha should tell them that her 
brother had finally determined to do nothing in Clara's 
case, as while he remained undecided, it was a pity to 
risk a flight, — and Soeur Camille, for her part, would 
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not even try to leave the convent while she was so ne- 
cessary to her young friend. But it was an understood 
thing between the pastor and his imprisoned corre- 
spondentSy that if Mr. Courtney would not stir in the 
matter, Clara should, if possible, be secretly withdrawn 
from St. Catherine's. 

A letter from Agatha, full of all she could think of 
to cheer and console her beloved sister, had reached 
ihem in the same way, having been sent to the pastor 
of Valen9y ; as Agatha rightly imagined, her letters, if 
admitted into the convent at all, would be read by the 
Superior, and probably, never delivered to her sister ; 
and she therefore did not venture to write openly, ex- 
cept a few lines to her mother, merely announcing her 
arrival in England. 

Madame de Fleurier was now going to Paris as usual 
at this time of year; she had indeed stayed in the 
country later than was her custom ; but, before her de- 
parture, she asked Mrs. Courtney and little Emily to 
come and pass the last days at the chateau with her. 
They were almost equally rejoiced at the prospect of 
a change of scene ; for, in spite of the attentions 
of the nuns, and the variety aflforded by the numerous 
religious festivals, the convent-life had begun to be 
rather monotonous, for Emily was too young and child- 
ish to like the long lessons and hours spent at needle- 
work, which, now she was a regular pupil, she was 
obliged to share in (though they were modified in her 
favour to a degree which made all the other girls jeal- 
ous), and Mrs. Courtney in the intervals of her fits of 
enthusiastic devotion, sometimes felt time hang heavy, 
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as her health would no longer permit her to walk in 
the garden, or apply herself to painting or embroidery 
for long together. 

The visit was short, but so much was it enjoyed that 
it seemed almost doubtful at one moment whether Mrs. 
Courtney would not change her plans, for her taste for 
society and its pleasures revived rapidly, and she told 
Madame de Fleurier that she was tempted to go up to 
Paris, and consult a physician there about her health. 
The Baroness, who was really fond of her protegee 
(though she had certainly exaggerated her regard) was 
not ill-disposed to the idea ; as she thought, and not 
wrongly, perhaps, that Mrs. Courtney was more likely 
to cling to the Church she had adopted if she led the 
life for which her natural disposition fitted her, than if 
induced to remain in seclusion of which she seemed 
already getting weary. But she would not encourage 
the Paris plan till she had consulted the authorities ; 
she therefore wrote a line to the Superior of St. Cathe- 
rine's, and the same evening, the Abbe and Father 
Eustache came to her boudoir, after Mrs. Courtney had 
retired, to talk the matter over. 

" What does my good friend Madame la Superieure 
think of Mrs. Courtney's wish of going to the capital ?" 
said the Baroness. 

" Why, my dear madame," replied Father Eustache, 
"she says as I do, that after all the expense and trou- 
ble Mrs. Courtney has cost the convent, it is hardly 
fair that she should leave it now, as her return is more 
than doubtfiil.'* 

'*0h, as to that, you know,'* said the Baroness, "she 
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wiU be glad to return with me next summer if her 
health be re-established, and as the whole of her dis- 
posable property is vowed to the convent, it is only the 
yearly income for a short time that would be lost to it." 
" She may fall into other hands, my dear cousin," 
interposed the Abb^, " so many of her country people 
are at Paris, and her friends are so likely to seize the 
opportunity of coming over when they hear of her being 
there. Nowhere but in a convent can heretic relations 
be absolutely kept aloof. Still, were Mrs. Courtney 
likely to be really benefited in health by the Paris 
physician, I would be the last to oppose her going thi- 
ther ; but the Superior tells us that the opinion of some 
old and experienced sisters is, that she has not a chance 
of recovery." 

" Do you think so?" said Madame de Fleurier, look- 
ing shocked. 

" If I have any knowledge of sickness," cried Father 
Eustache, " she will not see another spring. She 
caught a severe cold in the performance of a voluntary 
penance (under the influence of contrition for doubting 
thoughts). A bronchial attack followed, which, poor 
thing, she is not likely to get over : her own austerities 
have helped to fix the malady, and though I no longer 
permit her to practise them, she has gone too far for 
any Paris physician to do more than lengthen the case 
a few weeks, which is no great object." 

"Far better indeed,' ' said the Abb^, "that she 
should die safe in the bosom of the true Church, than 
run the smallest risk of falling into Mdlle. Agatha's 
hands, and nothing is more certain than that she would 
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hasten over to Paris on the least rumour of her mother's 
illness (of which she would hear through M. Marcel). 
How could you or any of us bar the door against a 
daughter? It would be, to say the least of it, a great 
difficulty. Her property would be easily beguiled from 
us too, if her daughter could influence her mind against 
us, which in sickness" 

" The bare idea of that girl in Paris and near Rai- 
mond is too shocking to be contemplated I" cried Ma- 
dame de Fleurier, energetically. " I see you are right, 
my dear Abb^, Mrs. Courtney is far safer in the convent 
for the present than she could be elsewhere. They 
can summon a physician from Avignon or Vienne, 
if the one of St. Andr^ can afford no relief. Poor 
woman! I am truly sorry for her, and hope she 
may yet recover I" 

"It is possible, of course," said Father Eustache; 
" but I confess to you, madame, I have no hope of it ; 
the first change of weather will probably cause her dis- 
order to take an acute form. I trust, however, that her 
soul will be safe, — that shall be my care ; and while she 
is under my eye, I have no fears for her." 

" I shall be delighted if your gloomy prognostics 
fail," said Madame de Fleurier ; " but, meantime, I will 
try to persuade her to give up the plan ; in fact, the 
cold of Paris, and the exposure and fatigue of the 
journey, are really valid excuses." 

" The recent heavy falls of snow at Lyons," said the 
Abb^, " would be alone sufficient — but now, cousin, we 
must bid you good night, for it is getting late." 

" Father Eustache will not think of returning to St. 
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Andr^ to-niglit, I hope," said the Baroness ; " a room 
is prepared here, and it will be highly advantageous for 
Mrs. Courtney to see him to-morrow, for she ought to 
return to St. Catherine's in the afternoon, as I start 
very early the following morning." 

" On that account alone, madame, I will accept your 
hospitable offer," said Father Eustace, and the party 
separated ; while the subject of their consultation was 
in vain seeking the rest which her cough banished ; and 
thinking alternately of the pleasure she should experi- 
ence in again visiting the gay capital, and of the pe- 
nances and austerities which a still unsatisfied con- 
science made her long to resume. 



CHAPTER XVII. 



Several weeks had passed since the events related in 
our last chapter, and we now find Mrs. Courtney in her 
room at the convent, no longer employed in painting, or 
studying the lives of the saints, but stretched on the 
bed whence she was never likely to rise. The predic- 
tions of Father Eustace had been realized even sooner 
than he expected, probably, from the inefficient manner 
in which the nuns had treated so serious a disease. 
When a physician was at length summoned from Avig- 
non, he saw that it was now too late to save the poor 
stranger's life, and strongly censured the neglect, or 
rather, the conceit and folly of those women (as in his 
indignation he somewhat rudely expressed himself]) 
who fancied that they were able to cure dangerous ma- 
ladies with a bit of blessed candle I All that could be 
done was to administer some relief for the time; but 
the Superior was too angry at the contempt with which 
her precious relics and nostrums had been treated, to 
think of sending a second time for the doctor; and, 
indeed, only regretted that she had allowed such an 
infidel to enter her holy doors. 
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Mrs. Courtney sank rapidly, — and the sufferings 
from pain and weakness were increased a hundredfold 
by her mental distress. 

All that Father Eustace or the nuns could say 
failed to give her permanent relief : her terrors would 
change their object, indeed, but never left her, except 
for a few hours at a time. Sometimes her mind dwelt 
on the horrors of purgi^tory, respecting which, one or 
two of the sisters used to discourse to her, hoping to 
cheer her, by their accounts of the tenderness of the 
Virgin towards poor souls, whose time of misery she 
contrived to shorten : at another moment she would find 
her old doubts return, and purgatory. Virgin, and 
mass, appeared like fictions, — ^then recoiling from these 
doubts with renewed terror, she would call for the 
priest, and after an hour spent with him, be again tran- 
quillized for a little while. But a constant weight of 
depression rested on her soul, even at her quietest 
moments, and she looked on the probability of her 
death with such dread, that the Superior thought it 
right to deceive her by false hopes, and to talk of her 
removal to a convent in Spain, where the climate would 
speedily renovate her weak health, as soon as she 
should be fit to bear the journey. 

She could not endure to be left alone a moment, and 
the nuns took it in turn to sit with her; often she 
would call to them in a voice tremulous with agitation, 
and ask to be taught some new prayer, — to be given 
some fresh relic,— or she would petition the Superior 
to give away to the poor, some articles of dress or con- 

n2 
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venience that yet remained to her, and to desire them 
in return to say paters and aves for her in the chapeL 

She had not asked to see Clara since she had finally 
taken to her bed, though it was now more than a fort- 
night, and the poor child had already entreated many 
times to be allowed to assist in nursing her, or at least 
to pay her a short visit. 

" Heretics," said the Superior, " were not to be per- 
mitted to disturb the dying bed of the faithful." 

But Clara was resolved to make an effort, at least, 
to see her mother once more ; and she watched her op- 
portunity accordingly. It had been lately found need- 
ful that Mrs. Courtney should have some one to sit up 
with her at night, and when it fell to Soeur Camille's 
turn to be watcher, Clara thought she might creep in 
while the rest of the establishment were asleep. 

All was dark, — not a single ray of light was to be 
seen, except the feeble glimmer which shone through 
the chinks of the door of the sick room. By this light 
Clara, with some difficulty, made her way from her own 
cell through the long passage which led to her mother's 
chamber. She took care to move with extreme caution, 
and, indeed, her bare feet on the smooth boarded floor 
were so noiseless, that had the nuns been all awake she 
could not have been detected. Knowing Soeur Camille 
to be prepared for her coming, she fearlessly, though 
softly, opened the door, and heard her mother's voice as 
she entered, speaking; unwilling to disturb her, she' 
crept along the wall through the shadow cast by the 
bed, and ensconced herself behind the curtain. 
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Soeur Camille was seated close to the pillow, by a 
little table, on which stood a lamp, whose dim light 
showed a mild countenance, and long black garments, 
and cast a faint glow on the worn and troubled features 
of the dying woman, whose pale brow was knit with 
lines that told of severe mental suffering. Her voice 
was stronger than Clara had thought possible from 
what she had heard of her state; but it was only 
the flickering of an expiring flame. She was appa- 
rently in the midst of a conversation with her kind 
nurse ; or rather, she was pouring forth her excited feel- 
ings, while her listener in vain tried to put in a word 
of consolation or advice. 

" Ah, Soeur Camille 1" she was saying, as Clara came 
up to the bedside ; " you do not know what wretched- 
ness I suffer : it is easy to say, be comforted ; but, oh, 
my misery is past comfort ! I see it now ; for at last 
I know the real cause of it : for many, many days I 
have felt the burden of woe daily increasing upon me, 
and I scarcely seemed to know why I was so wretched, 
^ — ^why no prayers soothed me, — no words consoled me. 
I tried to fancy that one thing or another would relieve 
me, — but the truth comes before me now, — now that it 
is too late T' 

Soeur Camille endeavoured to interpose, but Mrs. 
Courtney's agitation would not allow her to pause more 
than a second, and almost breathless she went on. 

" Soeur Camille I I used to be all given to the world 
in former days — ^in England. I never cared about re- 
ligion; I thought I was religious enough because I 
went to church; and when Agatha talked to me of such 
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things, I was wearied, and stopped her ; yet I was toler- 
ably happy, for the future somehow never came befijre 
me, or hardly ever ; but since I came to France I be- 
came uneasy, I seemed to have a constant weight on 
my spirits ; then the Abb^ talked to me, he cheered 
me and set me at ease again, I thought I had found 
the secret of my discomfort, and should never suffer so 
again; I gave up my conscience to him, and he brought 
me into the true Church, and told me I was safe in 
her; but, oh I this happiness was short lived, con- 
science will not sleep, and the weight of misery soon 
came back again ; and now I know what it is, Scenr 
Camille," continued the unhappy woman rising herself 
with difficulty while she stretched out her thin hands 
clenched in the bitterness of her feelings ; " It is «m/" 
Again Soeur Caraille would have spoken, but she 
went on with increasing rapidity, " I used to think I 
was good, because I did like most people ; but now my 
sins rise up before me one after the other, like black 
shadows, in countless multitudes, — ^ah! no penances, 
no masses can suffice for them, and I have now no time 
to repair the evil of my past life ; no time to repair one 
sin I Father Eustace says that leaving my money to 
the convent is meritorious; and I have done so: I have 
robbed my poor children for the sake of my soul, but I 
feel it is as nothing — a mere grain of sand weighed 
against a mountain ; he says he will offer masses for 
me, that my Emily shall be a nun and pray con- 
stantly for me ; but, oh, Sceur Camille ! I feel it now^ 
my sins are too many to be thus lightly pardoned ; I 
feel that one year of serving God from the heart would 
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be better than a thousand such posthumous acts ; but, 
alas, even if I could live to serve Him, the past is 
past I He is merciful do you say ?" for she heard a 
few words which Soeur Camille strove to repeat from 
Scripture, but of which she only caught a part. "Yes ; 
but it is too late for mercy now — all my life I neglected 
Him ; I stopped my ears like a deaf adder, when my 
child would have shewn me his truth ; I cast from me 
the book of his word, and I am justly punished — ^the 
rebel is abandoned on her death bed : He must punish 
sin — I feel it, and it is now too late to repent the awful 
account between me and my Judge; oh, it is too late I" 
she added in a choked voice, and she sank back on her 
pillow with a deep groan. 

ScBur Camille bent tenderly over her, and opened her 
little Bible with one hand, while with the other she 
motioned to Clara, who was advancing, to remain 
where she was; "My dear friend," said she, "you 
appear to forget that we have a Saviour who died to 
atone for our sins I" 

" Atone for our sins I" repeated the invalid as if she 
but half comprehended the meaning of the words; "ah I 
but Father Eustace says we must do good works 
also, and how can I ? it is too late now I" 

"Banish all thoughts of what Father Eustace says,'' 
said SoBur Camille ; " all thoughts of masses, virgins, 
or saints, of human intercession or human aid. Listen 
only to the blessed words of Him who came to take 
away the sins of the world I" 

"Ohl could He take mine away?" Mrs. Courtney 
feebly murmured, as Soeur Camille proceeded to read 
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by a few verses at a time, a short portion of Scripture. 
Seeing that her patient appeared both cahn and in- 
terested^ she read another portion and another, till at 
hist Mrs. Conrtney looked up, struck with a sudden 
thought, and said, "JBut how is it that you have a 
Bible? I thought there were no Bibles in convents I" 

^^ Madame," said Sceur Camille, '4t matters not how 
I obtained this precious volume, enough that Crod sent 
me to your bedside with it in my hands, to bring, as I 
trust, comfort in your dying hours. Is not this a wod- 
derfnl proof of his mercy and love, thus to send to you 
ere it was indeed too late, that word of life which you 
had madly cast from you and rejected? Ah, do not 
again turn from it ! while you have yet time, look to 
Him who is able to save to the uttermost all that oome 
unto God by Him. Throw yourself upon his merey, 
confess your sins not to Man, but to the Saviour who 
alone can forgive you.'* 

" Ah, that I could live over the past, that I could 
serve Him for one year I" said Mrs. Courtney, " but 
my hours are numbered, if He can indeed accept me, 
it must be as I am; but, oh, is it possible?" Her 
tears ran down as she spoke, and her voice shook with 
anxiety as she gazed into Soeur Camille's fiice. ''My 
dear friend, I solemnly believe that it is, if you are, as 
I trust, really a true penitent. Christ, who sees the 
heart, knows whether you have given Him yours, whe- 
ther you are his penitent child, instead of a rebel ; if 
it be so, He knows that should your life be spared 
you tvill serve Him ; but He does not need your ser- 
vices: He is able to wash away your sins, and * to pre- 
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sent you faultless before the presence of his glory, and 
exceeding joy/ I will read you what St. John says 
about the forgiveness of sins." But while she was 
finding the place, to her surprise and still more to 
Clara's, Mrs. Courtney said, " If we confess our sins 
He is faithful and just to forgive us our sins, and to 
cleanse us from all unrighteousuess. How is it that 
I never thought of, or understood that verse?" con- 
tinued she. " I must have often heard it, but my heart 
was hardened, I did not think I had any sins, only a 
few faults ; but, oh, now I feel that I was sinning 
every day of my life ! oh, will He indeed forgive me ?" 

" Indeed, and indeed, if you trust in Him," said 
Soeur Camille. 

" Oh, pray for me, pray with me, Soeur Camille 1" 
said Mrs. Courtney, pressing her hand ; at this moment 
her ear was caught by Clara's half suppressed sobs, 
and looking round she asked who was there ? 

" It is I, dear mamma, your poor Clara I" said her 
daughter, coming from her hiding place and throwing 
herself on her knees beside Soeur Camille, who then 
ofi^ered an earnest prayer for the dying sufferer. When 
they rose, Clara sat down on the edge of the bed kiss- 
ing the hand which her mother with a faint smile held 
out to her. 

" Oh, my child, how I have wronged you by bring- 
ing you here," said she; "what would I not give to 
repair this act at least ; and my poor Agatha whom I 
so cruelly sent from me that day I she is at liberty 
indeed ; but you and Emily ." 
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" Do not now grieve for that, dear mamma, leave us 
in God's hands, He will not forsake us,'' said CSlara, 
" think only of Him now ; oh, say that you do not 
trust any more in these," — ^pointing to a relic which 
hung from her mother's neck, and a crucifix, and image 
of the Virgin fixed just above her head, " You do not 
think they can help you now, dearest mamma?" 

" No, no I" said her mother fervently, " I have done 
with that I I was in despair indeed, and had hope in 
nothing; but, I had ceased to have faith in ibis 
scapular even while they hung it round my neck I and 
now I believe,— oh, Soeur Camille, may I venture to 
believe that even at this eleventh hour so wretched a 
sinner will be accepted? Yes, I feel it, I do believe 
He is mighty to save I" 

'^ Thank God that you feel this at last I" said Soeur 
Camille ; " pray earnestly while life is left, whether it 
be for a day or for years ; pray, my dear Mend, and 
believe that if you have in your inmost soul repented 
your mispent life, the Lord of mercy is at this veiy 
moment pardoning you I" 

Mrs. Courtney clasped her hands, and for some time 
all were silent ; at length she looked at Clara and said, 
" My child 1 take warning by your poor mother. Do 
not delay to think of all these things while you are 
young ; you have indeed already thought on them, I 
know, while your sinful mother, instead of aiding you 
did but throw hindrances in your way. But oh, my 
child I the misery of these last weeks I May you never 
know such wretchedness — such remorse I" 
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" But oh, mamma ; you are not wretched now ! you 
feel that you are pardoned ?" said Clara, hanging ten- 
derly over her. 

"Ah, Clara r* said her mother with a sigh of in- 
tense relief, "I can far less express my gratitude 
for what is now dawning on my soul, and growing 
hrighter every instant, than I could that misery which 
yet seemed beyond expression. That one so unworthy 
should be forgiven, — received 1 Oh, it is too much I" 
And again she laid back her head, exhausted with 
emotion. 

" Do not excite her by talking more at present, my 
dear," said Soeur Camille. " Try and recollect some 
hymn or text in English ; it would, I think, be pecu- 
liarly soothing to her just now." 

Clara accordingly repeated a Psalm and one or two 
hymns which she had learned with Agatha. The 
sound of her native tongue seemed to be most grateful 
to Mrs. Courtney and to go straight to her heart. At 
length she became quite calm, and inclined to sink into 
slumber ; Sceur Camille, therefore, advised Clara to go 
back to her cell and leave her mother to rest. But in 
the absorbing interest of what had passed they had for- 
gotten the flight of time, and just as Clara was softly 
kissing the wasted hand that lay on the bedclothes, the 
bell rang for matins, and at the same moment two nuns 
entered the room. 

Their astonishment at seeing a third person by the 
bedside was extreme, and at first they imagined it to 
be a spiritual, and not a real flesh and blood figure ; for 
Clara was standing with her back to them, and her slen- 
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der figure clad in white, with her long fair hair stream- 
ing over her shoulders, did look in the dim and fitful 
light as if it were something unearthly. 

" Holy Virgin I who is that? Can it be St* Cathe- 
rine herself come to visit the departing spirit ?" cried 
one of them ; but as she spoke, Clara turned her bead, 
and the light falling on her face revealed her. 

" It is that hardened girl, Mdlle. Clara T' exclaimed 
the other nun. " She has escaped from her cell, and 
come to trouble the last hours of her mother with her 
heresies. I will call the Superior, while you, Soeur 
Anne, lead this reprobate child out of the sick room." 

The Superior met them at the door, accompanied by 
a troop of nuns who had been stopped on their way to 
the chapel. As soon as the matter was explained, 
Clara was sent to her cell with a sharp rebuke, though, 
as the Superior was ignorant of the length of time she 
had spent in her mother's room, and of the reading and 
talking which had gone on there, she could not look on 
the delinquency as very amazing or even very unpar- 
donable in her secret soul, for she was not in reality a 
a hard-hearted woman, and Clara's tears . somewhat 
touched her in spite of herself. " There, go to your 
cell without more delay, child 1" said she ; " it is no 
use crying any more : you have made a scandal in the 
convent, and must keep to your room on bread and 
water to-morrow and next day for the sake of example, 
but that is all. Now make haste, or we shall have you 
taking cold, standing in this passage with your bare 
feet and only your night dress on. Go with her, Sceur 
Anne, and take a light V* 
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The Superior then proceeded to reproach Soeur Ca- 
mille (who had given up her place to another nun) for 
her culpahle weakness in allowing Clara to enter the 
sick chamher. As usual, Soeur Camille did not utter a 
word of extenuation, and when the Superior had scolded 
her for some time she hegan to soften of herself. 

" I suppose you had not the heart to refuse the child 
a last farewell, and I had thought myself of permitting 
her a visit to-morrow, in the hope that Mrs. Courtney 
might edify her and change her obstinacy into submis- 
sion, — for what child could resist a dying parent ? but 
to break rules, to disobey my orders, was a great error, 
Soeur Camille, as you must know, — and yet you do not 
appear to be contrite.'* 

" I am sorry you are displeased, ma m^re," replied 
she gently ; " but, as you conjecture, I had not the 
heart to prevent her ; nor would you have had, I think, 
in my place." 

" I trust I should have known my duty better than 
to yield to the weakness of indulging a child against the 
orders of a Superior," said she ; " but Soeur Camille, 
understand me, though your fault deserves reprimand 
and penance, I do not under the circumstances con- 
sider it absolutely inexcusable : you will keep to your 
cell on bread and water to-morrow and the day follow- 
ing : but at the present melancholy period, with death 
so near, no other penance shall be inflicted either on 
you or Clara, for I wish all the community to be in 
readiness to profit by the solemn occasion which is 
impending." So saying she dismissed Soeur Camille, 
who was only too thankful when she remembered that 
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her Bible was safe, and that it had so narrowly escaped 
the hands of enemies. 

Clara enquired of the lay sister who brought her 
scanty meal at mid-day about her mother's state, but 
Justine only knew that Father Eustace had been sent 
for at 9 o'clock, which shewed that the nuns thought 
her near her end. '' Oh Justine, do find out as so(m 
as you can ; do come back and tell me I" said Clara in 
great anxiety. 

'^ I will, Mdlle. Clara, though I know I run a risk 
in coming to you, except to bring the bread ; but you 
are a dear good child, and I feel in my heart that you 
and Soeur Camille are in the right and all the rest in 
the wrong, and I cannot help liking you and trying to 
serve you, therefore." 

^' Ah, Justine I could you have heard and seen poor 
mamma last night, you would feel indeed that the 
Oospel is right and all else wrong." 

" I am inclined to join you, I assure you, could I 
manage to get away," said Justine ; *' but, hush now, 
there is some one coming;" and she hastened away, 
leaving Clara to await her return for two weary hours, 
during which her agitation was extreme, for every 
moment she expected to hear that the priest was terri- 
fying or cajoling her mother back into the errors she 
had so lately forsaken. 

"Well, mademoiselle," said Justine, when at last 
she came back, " all is over ; and instead of weeping, 
my dear, you should be very thankful to God, for your 
poor mamma never recovered her consciousness, but 
seemed in a quiet sleep ever since you left her, until 
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an hour ago, when she ceased to breathe. The priest 
performed the last rites indeed, but she knew nothing 
of it. They are all so vexed that she did not make 
a more edifying end, and especially that she had not 
the power of speech or even sense enough to confess ! 
But I think it was all well, and I hope she is at peace, 
as Soeur Camille says. Father Eustace tells them 
that she is a good Catholic, and so they are not to be 
uneasy : but there now, Mdlle. Clara, don't begin to 
cry again ; I wish I could fetch Soeur Camille to you, 
she might comfort you, but I dare not run such a risk. 
I must leave you now myself^ for if it were known 
that I irere staying to talk with you, who knows what 
my £Eite might be ? Ah ! if I only can get away some 
day — I am weary of this life ; and Sceur Camille tells 
me it is not the way to please God after all !" 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

Sftertinn. 

The grief and excitement of the last day or tvo com- 
pletely prostrated poor Clara, and it was necessary to 
remove her from her cold cell to the infirmary, where, 
dming a fortnight, she was nursed with the utmost 
tenderness by Sceur Camille, who being considered a 
very good nurse, and being the only person whom 
Clara Hked to have much with her, was allowed to 
spend at the bedside of the invalid all the time she was 
not occupied in the school-room. 

It may seem strange that the Superior should have 
had no suspicion of Soeur Camille' s change of views ; 
but the fact was, that ever since her entering the 
convent about ten years ago, she had been outwardly 
the same in aU respects as she was now ; calm, gentle, 
and very reserved, in which last quality she did not in 
the least resemble most of her countrywomen; her 
obliging and kindly disposition made her ready to help 
others wherever she could, but she had always rather 
shimned society, and was never heard to speak on reli- 
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gious topics : so that there were none of the sisters 
who were on intimate terms with her, but she was 
much liked in the school-room, as she was gentle and 
clever in teaching ; and as for the rest, though looked 
on as rather unsociable, her love of solitude was 
ascribed to a saint-like fondness for contemplation, and 
did not therefore excite ill-will. Perhaps her secret 
could not have remained undiscovered so long had she 
not possessed the office of embroidery-mistress ; but in 
a convent like St. Catherine's, where fine work was 
made an important branch of education, the greater 
part of her day was necessarily spent in superintending 
the labours of the pupils or the novices, so that her 
retiring to her ceU as soon as her duties were over, 
could not much surprise her companions. 

Father Eustace, however, was not quite satisfied 
with her; the incompleteness which he thought hfe 
detected in her confessions, and the way in which she 
nervously hurried through the customary formula, did 
not accord, he fancied, with the meagre, trifling, and 
vague confession which followed it. He was more acute 
than the Superior, and perceived some minute omissions 
in religious observances which escaped her eye ; but he 
had only very lately had the spiritual charge of the 
sisterhood (having succeeded an old and easy going 
priest, who had been confessor to St. Catherine's and 
cur^ of St. Andr^ for upwards of fifteen years), and 
he felt therefore that it was necessary to learn a little 
more before he mentioned his suspicions ; but he was 
on the watch, and it was not very long before a trifling 

o 



194 QUICKSANDS ON FOREIGN SHOBES. 

event confirmed his fears, and induced him to put the 
Superior on her guard. 

When Clara had a little recovered, the severity <rf 
her former life was not immediately resumed, as the 
Superior had great hopes, from her weak state and 
increased gentleness and submissiveness of manner, that 
a little kindness would now bring her round without 
much difficulty, or at any rate that she would gradually 
forget the doctrines and ways of her childhood, and 
become accustomed to, and finally adopt, those of the 
persons who constantly surrounded her: so she was 
allowed to partake the recreation in the garden and 
all the other little comforts enjoyed by the other pupik, 
on the sole condition of not speaking to them, and was 
no longer worried by being repeatedly urged to go to 
mass or kneel before the image of the Virgin which 
stood in the entrance-hall. The fresh air, and compa- 
rative ease, brought back her colour and appetite in a 
very short time, and she was soon able to write a little 
note to M. Marcel, telling him to let Agatha know 
that she was quite well. 

The winter was now again giving place to spring, 
for in Proven9e, winter is but a short afifair, and the 
last lingering autumn flowers are scarcely dead wh^ 
the first buds of spring begin to peep out. Clara and 
Soeur Camille, grown bolder by the length of time 
during which their secret had remained undiscovered, 
ventured occasionally to walk together during recrea- 
tion time. 

One fine afternoon they were in the walk which led 
by the river side, and had sat down on one of the 
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terrace steps, near a large cypress-tree. Soeur Camille 
never omitted the precaution of looking round, before 
entering into conversation of a private nature with 
Clara, but it happened, while absorbed in listening to 
a hymn which Clara was repeating, neither of them 
were aware of the soft approach of one of the nuns, 
who having observed Clara — ^to whom she had a par- 
ticular di^like — sitting on the steps, thought she would 
ascertain who was her companion, in the hope that she 
had transgressed the order of the Superior, and was 
speaking with one who was not a teacher. But her 
surprise was great, when, as she noiselessly stepped 
behind the cypress, she heard Clara say, " That is a 
fisivoorite hymn of mine : does it not contain more true 
praise to the Almighty in its simple verses, than all 
the long weary prayers in the chapel, even if one 
could understand them?'' 

*' Ah yes," said Soeur Camille, whose voice the nun 
recognized with increasing amazement, " how thankful 
may we be, my child, that our eyes are not blinded by 
these mockeries of worship.'* 

A scream from the listener here betrayed her pre- 
sence : she instantly regretted it, but it was too late : 
she hurried therefore to find the Superior, while Soeur 
Camille, looking at Clara, said, "We are discovered T* 

Clara stood aghast. 

" Let us pray for courage — ^for our Lord's support," 
continued Soeur Camille, "we shall need it." They 
had scarcely ended their short but fervent supplication, 
when the Superior was seen entering the garden, ac- 
companied by Father Eustace, who happened to be 

o2 
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with her at the moment the listener had rushed into 
the parlour. The principal culprit walked calmly to 
meet them, while Clara hung hack dreading the storm 
of reproaches she expected, and fearing the sad conse- 
quences for her friend. 

" Speak, SoBur Camille," said the Superior, " teU me 
what SoBur Therfese can mean : she declares that you 
are as much of a heretic as that ohstinate girl^ and that 
you encourage her in her guilty pertinacity ; speak, 
tell me if I have nurtured a serpent in my holy 
abode I" 

" Calm yom'self, ma bonne mere,'' interposed Father 
Eustace, " and take my advice ; hear what she has 
to say in her defence — if indeed she can say anything 
to clear herself — ^in private, not here, where others may 
catch something of what is passing.'' 

" You are right. Father," said the Superior ; " these 
things should ever be transacted in private : I forgot 
all prudence in my grief and alarm." 

They accordingly returned to the small parlour where 
she usually received Father Eustace. Clara was then 
dismissed to her cell, and Sceur Camille was formally 
interrogated by the Superior and the Priest in turn, for 
more than an hour. 

Clara waited impatiently for the termination of the 
conference ; at last it was over, and she could see, from 
the narrow window of her cell, Father Eustace going 
out at the gate and then crossing the bridge into the 
town ; but nothing transpired about Sceur Camille ; for 
as Clara was not allowed to appear in the refectory 
that evening, she could not learn whether her Mend 
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was absent from supper. Justine indeed had evidently 
something to tell when she came to bring her evening 
ration, but as two nuns were in the passage at the time, 
she dared not linger to talk, and Clara could only gaze 
anxiously but vainly at her meaning countenance. 

The next morning, however, when the sisters were 
gone to matins, Justine peeped softly into Clara's cell : 
" Mademoiselle, are you asleep ?" said she. 

" I am awake now," said Clara, starting from her 
troubled slumber in a moment ; *' dear Justine, have 
you heard anything about Soeur Camille ? oh do tell 
me I What have they done with her ?" 

" Hush now," said Justine, closing the door, " and 
you shall hear. You know the priest and la m^re were 
shut up with her for ever so long : well, when at length 
they came out of the parlour, I heard la m^re say, 
*Por the present then, father, this unhappy woman 
shall be confined in the cell under the chapel ; I will 
have it made ready immediately, and you will write to 
the bishop without delay V He said something I could 
not catch, and then la m^re called me, and desired me 
to fetch a light. She made me accompany her down 
a long winding passage whose very existence I scarcely 
knew of, though I have heard the older sisters talk of 
the under-ground cells ; but oh, dear Mdlle. Clara, 
what a horrid, damp, uncomfortable place it is I" 

" And is it under ground that my poor dear friend 
is to be imprisoned, perhaps for all her life?" cried 
Clara. ^ 

" Now don't speak loud, dear child, for pity's sake," 
said Justine, " and you will have time enough to cry 
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by and bye ; do let me tell you all now. Well, I went 
down, as I said, with la m^re into this gloomy damp 
cell, and she ordered me to bring down a straw mat- 
tress and a jog of water. I asked if I was to bring a 
stool or a l)ench, but she told me I was to obey and 
not to ask questions, — so of course I held my tongue. 
She then desired me to hold the light while she w^t 
to bring Soeur CamiUe down herself; and presently 
they both came, and half-a-dozen sisters with them : 
I could hardly hold the candle, I felt so enraged with 
the Superior and all of them T' 

"Cruel, hard-hearted women 1" said Clara; "but 
go on, Justine, tell me all : is she there now ?" 

" Alas, yes V replied Justine : " I was desired to 
fetch bread and water, and then to lock up the cell and 
bring the key to la m^re (she pat it into my hand as 
she spoke). I went very slowly upstairs, so I eould 
hear them talking to her : one bidding her repent while 
there was time ; another saying she would pray the 
Virgin to convert her, though such a hardened sinner 
was unworthy of the intercession of the faithful, but 
she would have pity on her nevertheless ; and so (m — 
as if to try and aggravate the poor dear soul : at last 
they shut the door and came away, but one stood sen- 
tinel at the top of the stairs till she saw me returning 
(I had run for the bread and water as quickly as I 
could to make up for lost time) : then she too went 
away, and I opened the door. ' ScBur Camille,' said I 
softly, * it is I ;' then I tried to say something to con- 
sole her, but not a word could I get out for weeping. 

" ' Don't affict yourself, dear Justine,' said she in 
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her sweet voice ; * God is with me : I am not going 
to he left alone.' 

"*Tell me/ said I, *how it was and what hap- 
p^ed?' 

'^ ' Oh,' said she, ^ they asked me whether I had not 
not agreed with Clara in expressing heretical opinions, 
and whether I had not for some time been in league 
with her, and so on : to all this I replied that I had 
certainly to accuse myself of having concealed my 
change of views.' 

" Then she said how she trusted God would pardon 
her outward adherence for a time to ceremonies which 
her heart had rejected ; and how, knowing the conse- 
quences, she had delayed to discover herself on your 
account more than her own. 

" * I felt it my duty (says she) as a humble follower 
of Christ, to support and assist a child placed in such 
circumstances ; but now the time for revealing the truth 
had come, and I could only trust we might both be 
supported under our separate trials.' 

" Then she said she told them what she did believe, 
and how she tried to follow the Gospel. You may 
suppose they would hardly hear her to the end, and of 
course she was overwhelmed with reproaches and 
abuse. I wanted her to tell me what they had said, 
but she said she had already forgotten their words ! 
Sweet soul I it is only good words that remain in her 
memory for a moment I" 

Here Justine paused for breath. 

"And is it quite dark in that odious cell?" said 
Clara. 
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*'No, mademoiselle, not entirely; there is a little 
window up at the very top, but as it only looks out on 
a passage near the chapel-door, it soon gets ^uite dark, 
long before we want candles here. Well, I had soon 
to leave poor Soeur Camille, — but she talked peacefully 
and seemed so full of faith in her Saviour, that I ought 
hardly to call her poor I I assure you, mademoiselle, 
if I stay here another moment, it is solely for her 



" Oh, Justine, you will do what you can to give her 
a few comforts, won't you ?" said Clara. 

" I can give her love, and interest," said Justine, 
" and convey messages to you — ^but that is all. To be 
sure, I can take the little Bible from you to her and 
back again I — that vnll be a comfort to her. What a 
blessing it is that you had it in your pocket when she 
was discovered I Now I must leave you — ^but trust to 
me, I'll do the best I can for Soeur Camille." 



CHAPTER XIX. 



^Frifnb 3fiwting. 



Months had passed since our last chapter, and brought 
no change to Agatha. All her entreaties that her 
brother would at least endeaVour to withdraw Clara 
from the convent, still met with cold refusals or vague 
promises of future interference, which she knew meant 
nothing. When sunmier should come, if nothing mean- 
time had been gained, she thought she would return to 
France, and under the protection of M. and Madame 
Marcel, patiently await some change that might enable 
her to rescue her sister. To such an event she still 
hopefully looked, and at any rate to be near her would 
be a comfort. Meantime she lived on with her brother 
and sister-in-law, though she stood aloof from their 
gaieties, which were rather incongruously mingled with 
religious rites and observances, for Mrs. Courtney was 
extremely fond of society, though she atoned, as she 
thought, for her dissipation, by hastening from ball- 
room societies to early service in the Chapel of the ad- 
mired Mr. Priestly. 

Agatha's inner life was a thing quite apart from those 
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she lived with, yet she strove to be all that she conld 
to her hosts while under their ropf, however unwillinglj' 
they had received her ; and when Mrs. Courtney was 
laid up with influenza and incapacitated for the society 
she preferred, Agatha was found a very valuable nurse 
and companion. 

An occasional note from her mother, speaking of her- 
self as happy, but really telling nothing, was all the 
direct communication Agatha received from the convent 
for. some time after her arrival in England ; but one or 
two letters from M. Marcel, enclosing the hastily writ- 
ten scraps which poor Clara, by means of Justine, had 
conveyed to him, reached her at last, though at long 
intervals, and were of course infinitely more precious. 

About a month after Agatha had become their guest, 
Mr. and Mrs. Courtney returned to London, which she 
regretted, as depriving her of the solitary walks which 
were her chief relaxation ; and a London life to one 
whose situation makes her dependent on those whose 
habits and feelings are totally dissimilar to her own, is 
as monotonous an existence as can well be. Yet even 
here, Agatha's spirit was not broken, there was still 
a light in her eye that spoke of cheering thoughts 
within; the clouds were indeed dark on her horizon, 
but she could discern the sun that shone beyond them. 
At length arrived, (through the Superior at St. 
Cathmne's,) the news of Mrs. Courtney's death, con- 
veyed of course formally and with no details of in- 
terest. It was not till some time afterwards that 
Agatha received a letter, which after many delays M. 
Marcel had succeeded in sending to her, containing 
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Clara's acoount, so consolatoiy to ber sister's distressed 
heart, of their mother's last conscious hours, and of 
Soeur Camille's ministrations to her at that trying 
time. 

Again, had Agatha urged her brother to withdraw 
from this conrent the two girls to whom he was now 
sole guardian ; but his wife, by no means anxious as 
she said, to have the whole family on her hands, per- 
suaded him to delay this step a little while, reminding 
him that they would themselves be taking a tour in the 
summer, and could then send for his sisters to meet 
them in Paris, which would be time enough.'' 

But the case was soon altered by Mortimer's receiv- 
ing a formal demand from the Superior, through the 
medium of a lawyer, for the whole of Mrs. Courtney's 
property, left by vow to the convent. His views 
changed upon this, for he was well aware that his step- 
mother had no legal power to leave the remains of her 
property away fix)m her children ; and Agatha was de- 
lighted to hear him say that he would write and desire 
Clara to be given up by the ladies of St. Catherine's, 
as soon as he had settled the money part of the busi- 
ness. Mr. Mortimer, in fact, was a little indignant 
that he should be supposed to acquiesce in such an 
arrangement, — to say nothing of being burdened with 
Agatha for her life perhaps, unless he exerted himself 
to see that the property was not taken horn its rightful 
owners. 

The delay of this affair, was greater than Agatha 
had anticipated, for her brother would not write to the 
Superior until his attorney should have made all clear. 



204 QUICKSANDS ON FOREIGN SHORES. 

as he said, at home ; so her impatience was forced to 
expend itself on a letter to Clara, which she afterwards 
found, failed of its destination, from Justine's fear of 
communicating too frequently with M. Marcel. A 
letter from this kind friend was however brought to her 
one morning, while she was little expecting such a 
pleasure. It enclosed another whose handwriting was 
not familiar, though she fancied she had seen it before. 
M. Marcel's was but a few lines' 

" My dear Mdlle. Agatha, 

" You may wonder so soon to hear fix)m 
me again, especially as I have no news of your sister ; 
but I trust all is well with that dear child, and that our 
prayers for her are heard; most of my parishioners 
pray for her — ^is not this a comfort for you to know? 
But for my letter, — I write to enclose one which will 
interest you from the Baron de Fleurier. I need make 
no comments on it, nor have I time to add more, for I 
am much engaged to-day. Farewell, my dear child; 
my wife desires me to give you her love, and my 
children assure you that you are not forgotten, and 
that they hope speedily to welcome you back to 
Provence. 

" I remain, your sincere friend and fellow Christian, 

"Pierre Marcel." 

P.S. You need not return the letter. 

With a beating heart Agatha opened the other letter. 
" My prayers are surely answered," said she to her- 
self, as she held it for a moment, scarce daring to cast 
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her eyes on the characters ; " he surely is turning to- 
wards the truth, or M. Marcel would not speak thus, — 
Oh, Raimond T' The letter was as follows : — 

" I will not apologize, sir, for venturing to address 
you, for I feel sure beforehand of your kind indulgence, 
nay more, of your sincere interest. The first Pro- 
testant place of worship I entered, was your Church at 
Valen9y, and when removed from that neighbourhood, 
your letters put me in communication with one of your 
own pure faith. I owe it to you therefore to tell you, 
how the seed you helped to sow has thriven ; oh, sir, 
for some time you might have imagined that mine was 
a bad case I During the first days of my arrival at 
Paris, I thought much, and gave all my spare moments 
to the reading of that Book which she had given me at 
parting. I thought I should at once become as peace- 
ful at heart as she was — ^that I should find comfort 
under the disappointment which had rendered every- 
thing I once enjoyed distasteful to me ; but, oh, sir, 
instead of becoming happy, I became miserable, for I 
saw in every page that I was a sinner — that my life 
had been wasted — that I had broken the laws of the 
Holy One every day and every hour I and, yet, will 
you believe it? so burdensome were these thoughts 
that I was many times strongly tempted to drown the 
whole subject, by plunging into the intoxicating amuse- 
ments of Paris, in which my friends were urging me 
to join. But, thank God, I was given a ray of light to 
see that this was the straight road to my ruin, so in- 
stead of accompanying to the theatre the friend who 
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had been persecuting me to go there, I hastened to the 
truly Christian pastor whose address you gave me, and 
I found in him the guide I needed. He told me that 
instead of lamenting the bitter feelings which oppressed 
me, I should thank that Holy Spirit which had opened 
my eyes to a consciousness of sin. He then read with 
me that sacred volume in which I as yet knew not how 
to find my way, and shewed me the sole remedy for 
sin-^the sure hope of repentant sinners; but I need not 
tell you, sir, what you are better able to tell me. I 
am now a member of M. M.'s congregation, and though 
many difficulties still beset my path, I think I may say 
I am a Christian, — a child indeed in faith and know- 
ledge, but no longer a rebel I — Yes, her prayers have 
been heard I 

'^ Excuse this letter, my dear sir, I feel ashamed of 
writing so much about myself, but I trust to your 
Christian kindness and sympathy I 

'' I remain, ever your most faithful servant, 
" Raimond db Fleurier." 

When Agatha had finished the letter, she still sat 
like one in a dream, her hands clasped, her eyes fixed 
on vacancy, till she was obliged to rouse herself to 
wipe away the tears that all unconsciously she was 
shedding, — tears of joy so pure and unselfish, that as 
yet, at least, not one thought of earthly hopes had 
entered to mingle with them. How changed seemed 
all around by this short half hour ! that morning when 
she first came down stairs, Agatha had been comparing 
with a sigh of regret, the dull London spring day with 
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the advance of that season in the South of France : the 
verdure, hlossoms, and sunshine of St. Andr^. Much 
sorrow she had known there; but it was here she 
thought that the prose of her life had been endured — 
the weary existence where no earthly sympathy was to 
be found. 

It was one of those cold windy afternoons in spring, 
that have few attractions to draw one from the fireside, 
(scarcely less necessary to comfort than in midwinter,) 
to buffet with the inclemency of the outward scene, and 
Agatha had therefore preferred a quiet day with the 
drawing-room all to herself, to a long shopping excur- 
sion with her sister-in-law. It was to this chance that 
she owed the comfort of receiving her letter when alone, 
and being uninterrupted in the delightful musing that 
followed its perusal. She was still seated by the win- 
dow with it in her hand, when the double knock which 
announces visitors, reminded her, not very pleasantly, 
that her quiet time was over. Unwillingly she rose 
and put the letters away, when what was her astonish- 
ment to hear a familiar voice ask in good English, but 
with a foreign accent, if Miss Courtney were at home ? 
Eaimond I Could it be, indeed — ^had he come to seek 
her ? And it was more than surprise that made her 
heart leap and her cheek glow, as the door opened, and 
the Baron de Fleurier entered the room ; she knew not 
how she'greeted him, a thousand sensations choked her 
utterance, and almost overwhelmed her. 

" Agatha I dearest Agatha !" he exclaimed ; do I in- 
deed see you at last ?*' 

Agatha could not speak for agitation, but the pres- 
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sure of the hand he held, and the glance of her tearful 
eye, were eloquent enough. 

^' Thank God that I am permitted to see yon once 
more, dearest Agatha," he continued. " Ah, we have 
hoth gone through much and painful experience since 
that morning I" 

" My poor mother I" said Agatha. " Did you hear 
all ? I mean did you hear more concerning her end 
than could have reached your mother?" 

"Yes," he replied; I come from St. Andr^, or 
rather from Valen9y, where I paid a hasty but most 
important visit just before starting for England.^' 

There was a moment's pause, for Agatha was longing 
to broach the subject nearest her heart, but could not 
of course allude to the letter, which had been sent to 
her in confidence; and Raimond seemed on his part 
almost too agitated to speak. 

" Agatha I" he said at last, " have you no desire to 
know how the seed you first cast on the waters has 
fared ? Ah how much do I not owe to your Christian 
example, as well as to your precious book I Yes; you 
were indeed an instrument of good sent by heaven to 
me ; your prayers have been answered, dearest : the 
wandering sheep has found the fold I" 

" Oh, Raimond, it is joy indeed to hear of this I" 
said Agatha, " surely we have a merciful Father who 
thus calls us to Himself, even by the humblest means ; 
but you had better aid and counsel than mine." 

" Agatha, when you bade me give up the hopes, the 
only hopes I then lived upon, you bestowed on me that 
which has since, under divine blessing, opened to me 
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an eternity of hope and joy ; oh, may He who put it 
into your heart to give your Bible into my hands, ever 
preserve to you, the peace, the blessing, it has pro- 
cured me I" 

" I had heard something of this, Rairaond, through 
our friend M. Marcel, only this morning; oh, what 
blessed news it was, but little did I hope to hear it so 
soon confirmed by your own lips I I do indeed rejoice, 
and thank God for you from my heart 1" as she spoke, 
she held out her hand with a look of frank joyfulness, 
that made Eaimond's heart leap. '' But tell me all,'' 
she added, " how was it ?" 

" You shall hear, since you take so kind an interest 
in me. I will give you, as briefly as I can, an account 
of the past year. This happy change in my religious 
state did not take place immediately after leaving you ; 
I bad many a struggle first, and nothing now strikes 
me more, or fills me with more intense gratitude than 
the patience of our Heavenly Father with His weak 
and wayward creatures I 

" I had, as you know, heard, not unmoved, the 
preaching of the excellent M. Marcel on the Sunday I 
accompanied you to Valen9y ; but though my reason 
was fully convinced of the errors of Romanism, my 
heart was yet untouched by real Christianity, and 
though I was for the time enchained by his arguments, 
^and came away as I thought almost a Protestant, yet I 
soon found that earthly feelings had a large share in 
this, and when these were disappointed, my heart 
quickly relapsed into its former cold scepticism, though 
I could not forget for one moment the last morning I 

p 
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spent with you; those words you then spoke were 
graven on my memory, and whenever I recalled them 
my hard worldly feelings melted for the time like snow 
in sunshine; nay, do not turn away your head, dearest 
Agatha, I only allude to this as helonging to the 
experiences of that year which you desired me to open 
to you." 

" Pray go on," said Agatha, recovering herself; 
" Did you read the Bible soon after that ?" 

" I went to Paris you know the same day, having 
business to transact there, and I felt thankful for the 
obligation, odious as was law business at such a time ; 
but my mind was in a whirl, and I was, or fancied my- 
self, incapable of reading or calm reflection. Then 
came, I am ashamed to say, a sort of desperation, and 
for some hours I walked about the streets and public 
gardens scarce knowing what I did, and unable to bear 
the thought of looking into the Bible — ^the very gift I 
had received from you — it seemed to stand between me 
and my happiness — to be the cause of my separation 
from all I cared for in life I See how vile and selfish 
is human nature when left to itself and to the assail- 
ments of the enemy of mankind I But a merciful Savi- 
our had His eye upon me and did not abandon me ; 
His grace impelled me, almost in spite of myself, to 
turn to the blessed pages I had shunned. For that and 
the ensuing days, I read during the intervals of time 
which business left me, and I now began to feel 
pleased with myself for so doing, and to expect that 
the happiness, the inward peace at least, which you 
had spoken of, would immediately be mine. But, ah I 
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instead of this, I saw nothing in these pages but my 
own condemnation. Reading as it were at random and 
by snatches, I had fallen on those chapters in St. 
Matthew's Gospel which speak of the duties and ob- 
ligations of Christ's followers. I have done nothing of 
all this, I said to myself, and what is more, I feel that 
I cannot. I am a wretched sinner, I see it plainly ; 
and never can I feel the peace Agatha talked of; it was 
for such as she is, not for me. And here, dearest, 
came a fearfiil trial. I was of course surrounded with 
friends and acquaintances, and some of my former com- 
panions urged me to throw off what they called my 
unnatural gloom, and join in the gaieties of the gayest 
of cities (they did not add the most wicked also of so- 
called Christian cities). I was tempted in my despera- 
tion to throw up all and strive to banish thought ; but 
again, the hand of mercy was stretched out to save 
me ; and instead of the theatre or the ball-room, I re- 
solved to go to the pastor to whom M. Marcel had 
given me a letter which stiU lay in my desk, though 1 
had been a week in Paris. I went home to fetch it, 
and in opening my desk displaced the Bible which was 
upon it, and which fell on the ground ; I picked it up, 
and in so doing perceived a page turned down, which 
had hitherto escaped me. You alone could have folded 
that page, and I instantly sat down to read it. One 
verse was marked with a pencil stroke : it was, * God 
so loved the world, &c.' Loved it I I exclaimed 
aloud — ^loved this guilty darkened miserable world I 
I read on — read of the atoning sacrifice — of the simple 
return required of us — ^belief in the Son of God — such 

p 2 
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belief as must I knew be followed by loving service and 
endless gratitude; but I had not believed — mj heart had 
been alienated, — ^proud, worldly, self-satisfied, — ^that it 
had not believed, because it did not really tmh to believe, 
and could not feel grateful, because it had not felt the bur- 
den of its own sins. Lively and happy in temperament, 
it was only of late that I had felt a want of something 
m life — the want of a steady hope for the future — ^the 
want in fact (though I knew it not) of a Saviour to 
pardon and redeem me. Now it seemed as if a bandage 
were torn from my eyes, the hard stone of my heart 
began to melt, touched by divine rays of light and 
love. At last I laid down the Book, and prayed as I 
had never prayed before. I then went out to seek M. 
MarceVs Mend, and found him at home ; the crust of 
hardness and unbelief being now broken, I had no 
diificulty in pouring out to him the history of my trials, 
my thoughts, fears, and hopes. He was the guide and 
friend I needed, and to his help and counsels I owe 
much ; but the first ray of light, as he himself often 
reminds me, came straight from above. Prayer now 
became as easy to me as it once had been hard ; the 
soil was broken up, and a space prepared for the seed 
which a merciful hand was sowing daily. I should 
detain you too long, were I to attempt to describe all 
the mental struggles that followed between the new 
light that had dawned on my spirit, and the shadows of 
former unbelief; but gradually my lingering doubts, like 
hideous phantoms conjured up by the darkness, faded 
and vanished before the glorious Gospel rays. I studied 
the Word of God both alone and with M. Le Bnm ; 
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and when my mother came up to town in the beginning 
of winter, I had summoned courage to tell her plainly 
that I had for ever abandoned Rome and her doctrines. 
I will not pain you by relating all that passed between 
us ; she persisted in looking on what she termed my 
apostasy as temporary, and attributing it solely to your 
influence." 

" Thank God," cried Agatha, " it rests, I feel sure, 
on a far higher and safe foundation !'' 

" You are right, Agatha, it does," he replied with 
a look that showed how far this conviction was from 
diminishing his estimation of her ; " but I must bring 
this long account of myself to a close. About three 
weeks ago I wrote to M. Marcel, and received in re- 
turn a pressing request that I would come down to 
Valen9y for a few days ; I did so, though not until I 
had openly professed myself a member of the Reformed 
Church and joined M. Le Bran's congregation at the 
Holy Communion at Easter. I then repaired to 
Valen9y without further delay, and learned there much 
about your family and a little about yourself. I need 
not tell you, Agatha, why I am here. I had been told 
in Paris that you were quite happy with your English 
relatives, and that you had positively declared you 
would on no account return to France again ; but M. 
Marcel spoke of your life, as far from pleasant, and 
your relatives as being opposed to your desire of taking 
your young sisters from the convent." 

Agatha again warmly expressed her sympathy with 
his changed views, she found words fail her indeed to 
express half she felt; but while she was speaking. 
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sounds in the hall told her that an interruption was at 
hand. " There are my brother and his wife I" she ex- 
claimed looking somewhat embarrassed, '^ I hear both 
their voices : he seldom returns so early." 

" I wiU call to-morrow then, Agatha, if you will per- 
mit," said the Baron ; '* but first I suppose I must be 
introduced to your relations. I trust they will not be 
shocked at finding a foreigner by their fireside." 

'' I believe Mortimer has no prejudice of that kind,'' 
said Agatha as the door opened and Mr. and Mrs. 
Courtney entered the room. 



CHAPTER XX. 

Imnntlr ^iitir. 

Mr» and Mrs. Courtney gave a rather stiff reception to 
the new acquaintance introduced to them by Agatha, 
who had seldom felt more embarrassed by this cere- 
mony. The Baron's collected, courteous manners, how- 
ever, soon placed her at her ease again. He spoke to 
her, and of her, to her brother and sister-in-law in the 
refreshing accents of an old assured friend ; and pre- 
sently rising, turned to Agatha and said, "I am 
charged with a trifling remembrance for you from 
Madame Marcel, which I will call and deliver to- 
morrow ; may I hope to find you at home some part 
of the morning, as I have somewhat to tell you about 
those excellent people ; that is, if so early a visit does 
not inconvenience madame votre soeur ?" 

Mrs. Courtney coolly begged him to call as early as 
suited him, and Mr. Courtney more politely, and with 
a slight glance at his wife, added that they lunched at 
two o'clock, and should be happy if the Baron would 
join them. The young Baron thanked him with a 
frank cordiality, which made the manners of his new 
acquaintance seem all the colder, and then withdrew," 
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leaving Agatha in a whirl of excited feeling that made 
the privacy of her own room very needful. Even there 
she could scarcely understand the good and wonderful 
news she had that day heard. " How faithless in me," 
she cried ; " how mistrustful of God's infinite power 
and grace, to despair about his conversion, as I often 
have done 1" and on her knees in humble gratitude she 
offered up her thanksgiving for the joyful tidings she 
had heard. 

Mr. and Mrs. Courtney meanwhile talked over 
Agatha's affairs, and Agatha's friend, in their own 
way, and Mr. Courtney reminded his wife that she 
" must not throw cold water on this acquaintanceship. 
You probably guessed, my love, that I had my own 
reasons for asking the young man to limcheon : he is 
probably engaged to Agatha, and really if that be the 
case, and I find that he is pretty well off, we ought to 
throw no hindrance in their way." 

Mrs. Courtney, who had only been cold because it 
was her way to be cold to strangers, readily assented 
to this remark : "A very good thing indeed," she 
cried, " for really, though we could not admit of her 
living by herself, or returning to France all alone as 
she wished, yet it was a great bore to be obliged to 
have a person always on your hands; but think of 
Agatha, with all her strict ideas, consenting to marry 
a Roman Catholic (as I suppose he is) at last — would 
not that be queer ?" 

" Not very strange in a woman," replied her husband : 
" love is always stronger than religious prejudices or 
anything else — love and a baron especially I" 
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So it was agreed between them that the visits of 
the young Baron were decidedly to be encouraged and 
attention shewn him. 

The next morning accordingly Raimond came, but 
this time he was not fortunate enough to find Agatha 
alone, and though Mrs. Courtney was very civil, and 
conversed with him in French, asking many questions 
about Paris (some of which, relating to the new opera 
and the last new novel, he could only answer from 
report), the visit was so tantalizing to him that he 
shortened it considerably, and took leave with more 
alacrity than he would have thought conceivable a few 
honrs before. However, he felt it was a good thing to 
be on friendly terms with Agatha's relations, so he 
waited with what patience he could till the following 
day, when having watched Mrs. Courtney's carriage 
drive from the door, he hastened to ask for Miss 
Courtney, and in a few minutes found himself again 
t^te a ate with her in the drawing-room. 

"I want to consult you,'' she said as soon as the 
first greetings were over, " about my dear Clara : my 
brother is so dilatory in all his arrangements, that 
I am getting quite nervous about her, lest her health 
should fail ; or still worse, lest they might get wind of 
our intentions and remove her to another convent : in 
short, I want to know if you do not agree with me that 
she ought to be fetched away at once?" 

" I certainly do," he replied, " though M. Marcel 
told me she was not subjected to much harshness or to 
closer confinement than the rest of the pensionairesj 
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since your poor mother's death ; but it is a situation of 
great danger, of course, and no time ought to be lost, 
especially now that Clara is deprived of the counsel 
and sympathy of her poor friend (whose release indeed 
will be a matter of serious consultation with me and 
some of our Christian friends at Lyons by and bye) : 
but I thought, dear Agatha, that your brother had 
written to demand both Clara and Emily from the Su- 
perior of St. Catherine's ?" 

'' He has promised to do so, as soon as poor mamma's 
affairs — which were left in some disorder — shall be 
quite settled ; and this, I am thankful to say, is all 
but accomplished at last : but now another hinderanoe 
appears, — he wants to leave it all to be settled by 
letter ; now I feel sure some one ought to go and claim 
them, or at least go half way to meet them, for how 
could children (for even Clara is but fifteen, you know) 
come all this way alone ? Now as Mortimer cannot 
go at present, I think I ought to go myself; indeed in 
any case I would rather do so : I long so much for the 
moment when I may again see one at least of my 
dear sisters. As to Emily, I do not expect she will be 
willing to come without some persuasion, and perhaps 
a visit from me in person." 

" And you do not then shrink from a return to a 
place where you suffered so much, Agatha?" said 
Raimond, talking her hand; "you do not hate Pro- 
vence ?" 

" I love it in spite of all," she answered. 

" But as to making this long journey alone, you 
must not think of it," he continued. 
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" I did it once," said she, " and I am not afraid of 
going as I came." 

" I know indeed," said Raimond, " that in one sense 
you are never really alone, dearest ; I too have now 
learned how all-sufficient is that Friend who watches 
the going-out and the coming-in of His children with 
so loving an eye, but — ^" 

" Do not bring up difficulties then," said she inter- 
rupting him with a smile ; " you have said quite enough, 
Raimond." 

" No, my Agatha, not enough," said Rsdmond with 
a faltering voice ; "you must indeed go — ^but not alone : 
the heart that I offered to you last year, is, I need 
hardly tell you, morie devotedly and unchangeably 
yours than when your refusal almost broke it, in that 
scene of sorrowful parting at St. Andre. I have long 
indeed learned to see that the pain was wisely given, 
nay, even to bless the suffering, which I have felt was 
intended to chastise my undisciplined nature, and to be 
in no small degree a means of bringing it under grace, 
and imparting a desire for something beyond perishable 
earthly happiness. But though still unworthy of one, 
who, though younger than myself, has been so much 
longer a pilgrim in that path I have but lately been 
led to seek, yet, dearest Agatha, I do feel it is not 
now tempting you from that blessed road to ask for 
your love — ^it is only asking you to tread it by my 
side; for our hopes and desires — our prayers and 
labours, would all be the same now, and the same 
loving hand which once tore me from you, and, (as I 
blindly thought,) from everything worth living for, has 
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surely not without a meaning led me to you again 1 
Say then, Agatha, can you trust me with your earthly 
lot?" 

" But, Raimond, your mother — ^your family ?" 

" My family have no right to control me on this 
subject, dear Agatha ; my mother has indeed a right 
to advise^ but you know that unless I marry one of her 
own persuasion I cannot hope to please her, and I do 
not think it a duty to deprive myself for her sake of 
all religious sympathy and communion in my home 
circle. No, dearest, think of yourself alone ; my con- 
science is clear as regards my femily, and, I trust, that 
in time my dear mother may become reconciled at least : 
only tell me, Agatha, may I not call you mine ?" 

" You have long had my affection, Raimond," said 
Agatha with the straightforward simplicity which was 
so characteristic of her ; " we are now, thank God, one 
in faith, and I need no longer struggle against my own 
heart : if you do not shrink from the consequences 
therefore, I am yours I'* 

"My Agatha I this is happiness I oh how much 
greater happiness than if you had yielded to my en- 
treaties last year I May I only try to be worthy such 
a companion as you, my beloved one I" 

So much had the united friends to say to one ano- 
ther, that the minutes flew by as if winged ; and it 
seemed to them that an hour could scarcely have 
passed since Mrs. Courtney had gone out, before her 
carriage again drove up to the door, and a thundering 
rap disturbed the Ute a tite, — ^but in sober reality they 
had spent more than two hours together. 
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Agatha rose hastily as soon as she heard the knock ; 
" I really am not fit to talk to my sister-in-law just 
now," she exclaimed ; " I will slip up stairs to my 
room — I need a little solitude." 

" One word, dearest, before we part," said Raimond, 
detaining her ; " may I tell your brother and his wife 
that you have promised yourself to me ?" 

"Already, Raimond? surely we need say nothing 
yet : I dread Gertrude^s inquisitorial looks and ques- 
tions." 

" But, my Agatha, she will be ten times more curi- 
ous if left to divine it for herself; however, I would 
not urge this upon you for a moment, had I not a very 
strong reason." 

"Well, I trust you," said Agatha; "do as you 
think best : I dare not stay for your reasons now : 
farewell I" And drawing her hand hastily from his 
grasp, she disappeared through the folding doors just 
as Mrs. Courtney's silk dress was heard rustling in 
the passage. 

"Are you alone here, M. le Baron?" said she as 
she entered : " I thought Agatha had been within, and 
I believe Mr. Courtney is returned this half hour : he 
could not have known. John, let your master know 
directly," she added, turning to the servant. 

Raimond explained that Miss Courtney had only just 
left the room, and that he would have taken leave 
sooner, as it was already late, but that he wished for 
a few minutes' conversation with Mr. Courtney, and 
therefore took the liberty of delaying a little. As he 
spoke Mortimer entered, but Raimond felt such a dis- 
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like to the idea of speaking of Agatha before her sister- 
in-law, whose cold manner peculiarly repelled him, 
that he kept upon general topics till the lady went up 
stairs to take off her bonnet. 

Her husband came to look for her in about a quarter 
of an hour, however, so that her curiosity had not long 
to wait. " Well, my dear," said he, " I have some 
news, and a little earlier than I expected, I own, 
though I foresaw it all, as I told you the other day — 
Agatha is to be Baroness de Fleurier." 

"So that is what her Puritanical horror of Ro- 
manists comes to after all l" said Mrs. Courtney : " one 
day she is weeping and bemoaning her ' poor sisters 
shut up in a convent,' and the next marrying one of 
the very family that persuaded them to enter the said 
convent I How painfully inconsistent some people are 
to be sure I" 

" But, my dear, the odd thing is," said Mortimer, 
looking rather embarrassed, " that this Baron Raimond 
is not a Roman Catholic — ^he is a convert it seems — 
he calls himself a Protestant." 

"I suppose he abandons his religion to please 
Agatha," said Mrs. Courtney ; " I cannot say I admire 
such conduct particularly — ^people who belong to the 
Church of Rome ought not so hastily and lightly to 
throw off their allegiance ; it should be a matter of long 
deliberation at least ; and besides, I dare say he is 
gone over to the French Protestants, who are in fact 
no church at all." 

"You are quite right, Gertrude, and judge with 
your usual good sense ; the Baron would have been 
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wiser in my opinion to stay where he was, and Agatha, 
no doubt, would have been glad to marry him in the 
end, — for she has scarcely anything at all, while he 
has a handsome fortune, for a foreigner especially, and 
is, I understand, quite independent of his relations. 
However, he is just suited to her taste apparently ; he 
says he is a member of the Reformed Church of France, 
but speaks warmly of our Church, and indeed of all 
our institutions, though of couri^e he only views them 
through Agatha's eyes." 

" To be sure," said his wife with more vehemence 
than was common to her ; " what can be more utterly 
dissimilar than Agatha's favourite church, wdth its 
hideous whitewashed walls, where her dear old Mr. 
Hardy holds forth, with his Bible in his hand, and 
Mr. Priestly's beautiful little chapel with its exquisite 
music (almost equal to that of a Roman Catholic ca- 
thedral), and all the perfection of its rites and cere- 
monies } Why no stranger would ever suppose that 
two such buildings and two such clergymen belonged 
to the same church I" 

"Well, Gertrude, we must be content to let the 
Baron de Fleurier be as ultra Protestant as he chooses, 
for it really is very convenient to us that Agatha should 
marry, and he is in a great hurry. I do not think you 
will be burdened with your guest very much longer, 
my dear; the young man seems deeply in love, and 
is anxious to take Agatha to Provence as soon as pos- 
sible." 

While this conversation was going on in Mrs. Court- 
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ney's boudoir, Agatha was enjoying a quiet half hour 
in her own room, (after pouring out her glad heart in 
fervent thanksgivings to the Author of all good ;) the 
darkness of the past made the present look brighter by 
contrast, and she glanced back over the sad hours of 
the last year with a heart swelling with gratitude, at 
the removal of so many trials. The parting with Rai- 
mond, so bitter at the time, and for so many succeeding 
months a subject on which she dared not dwell, she 
could now recall without a pang, — ^nay, with intense 
thankfulness, that she had been strengthened to stand 
the trial without yielding. And as her thoughts sped 
swiftly along through all the struggles, and long lonely 
days of the past, up to the present blissful moment, 
tears would spring to her eyes ; but, oh, how different 
from those she had shed when Raimond^s voice broken 
by grief had bade her farewell on that morning at St. 
Andr^ I Again, she seemed to stand beside the vine- 
trellis, and hear those tones of reproachful affection; but 
the remembrance was no longer painful, she thought 
how different had been his voice to-day when she bade 
him farewell ; and her loving heart so long separated 
from every one who was dear to her, bounded with joy 
at the removal of the bar which had once forbidden her 
to call him back, when yet his whole happiness seemed 
at stake. 

Yet in the midst of her own bright prospects, the 
thought of Raimond's conversion, as a pure blessing in 
itself, shone out brighter than anything else ; and she 
felt that if their destined union were never to take 
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place, if every earthly trial were to come upon them in 
succession, nothing could now dim the glory of their 
great future — ^they could never be really separated now 
— they were disciples of the same Master — sheep in the 
same fold ! 



CHAPTER XXI. 

It was about a fortnight after the imprisonment of 
Soeur Camille, that a message was sent to Father 
Eustace, requesting him to repair without delay to 
the convent. He found the Superior pacing the floor 
of her reception parlor in a state of evident perturba- 
tion. 

^^Is it concerning that unfortunate reprobate Camille, 
that you have called for me so early, my dear mother?" 
said he as he closed the door. 

" No," she replied, " matters go on exactly in the 
same way with her, and I fear long imprisonment is 
the only chance of breaking her proud independent 
spirit, and bringing her humbly to our feet ; no, ^Either, 
it is of another affair that I wished to speak to you : 
read these letters," and as she spoke she put two let- 
ters into his hand. The first was from Mr. Courtney, 
and enclosed the other. 

" Read it, father," cried the Superior impatiently, 
" and then give me your opinion and advice." 

He accordingly read as follows. 
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" Feast of St. Ambrose, Dover Street, London, 
" Madame La Superieure, 

" I am aware of the advantages of education to 
be enjoyed in an establishment like yours, a^d was 
therefore unwilling to listen to Miss Courtney's sugges- 
tions of immediately withdrawing my younger sisters 
from your care ; but I have recently been informed that 
you have (through my poor mother's want of knowledge 
of business) fallen into a mistake, and you may when I 
have explained it, be less willing to keep them. I find 
Mrs. Courtney left by vow the whole of her property to 
the convent of St. Catherine's. But this money was in 
reality settled on her children after her death, so that 
it was only her life income of which she had the power 
of disposing. I could not conscientiously allow my 
elder sister io be left devoid of means of support, even 
if both the younger ones should ultimately be desirous 
of remaining in their present abode ; but I understand 
that Clara is unwilling to stay in the convent, and as I 
do not approve of compulsion, I wish that she should be 
sent to meet her sister at Lyons. I beg to enclose the 
money necessary for the journey, and to convey my 
thanks for the care you have doubtless bestowed on her 
education. My sister. Miss Courtney, is under the 
apprehension that Clara has been treated with undue 
severity on account of her religious belief, but I trust 
she is mistaken. If, however, you have found your 
pupil very troublesome, and much bigoted to the views 
in which she been brought up, you will be the more 
glad to lose such a charge as speedily as possible. If 
the other little girl wishes to go with her sister, you 

q2 
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can send her ; if not, her board shall be paid yearly^ 
dating from her mother's death. Assuring you, ma- 
dame, of my respect for your pious establishment, 
" I remain, 

" Your obedient servant, 

" M. Courtney." 

"Now what do you think, father?" said the Su- 
perior when he had finished ; " what kind of man can 
he be, who at once approves of conventual life, and 
yet robs us of the property left to us, and of the 
pupils confided to our care?" 

" I think," said Father Eustace, " that he is what 
the English call a Puseyite, that is, a kind of half and 
half Catholic; they very often end by coming into 
the true Church, and we are glad to see them on 
the road thither ; but some stay on this road all their 
Hves." 

" It is a new sect, I suppose," said the Superior. 

" Not exactly." They call themselves members of 
the Church of England, though they abandon, or at 
least ignore some of her heretical tenets, and adopt 
many of our ways ; still, unless they come to us at 
last, they are but heretics, divided only by a low wall 
indeed, but still excluded from the true fold. This 
man, however, would gladly have left his sisters here, 
had all three been with us ; but he does not wish for 
the burden of supporting one of them, and therefore 
bestirs himself to reclaim the property : I suppose in a 
Protestant country the law would be on his side !" 

" Must I then send the two girls away ?" said the 
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Superior doubtfully; "surely that need not be I at least 
I might keep Emily I" 

" Yes ; there need be no question about that. You 
had better not even name her brother^ s proposal to her, 
lest the desire of going with her sister, and the love of 
change, natural to her age, should incline her to accept 
it. But it will be best to send Clara, and the sooner it 
is done the better." 

" Have you read Mdlle. Agatha's letter, father ?" 
" I will do so immediately. Oh, she is very brief 
I seer 

" Madame, 

" I trust my brother's letter will have explained 
hi? wishes with respect to my young sisters, and shall 
therefwe expect them at Lyons in a few days afiter this 
reaches you. My address will be, M. Delamarre, silk 
manufacturer. Rue St. Marie, Lyons. I earnestly 
pray that you, madame, may not be dealt with here- 
after, as, I fear, you have dealt with my sister Clara, 
for I apprehend that the deceit by which she was 
enveigled into your house was followed by harsh treat- 
ment. But I am certain she will foi^ve you as I do, 
knowing that it is the system of your Church, and not 
individual imkindness that we have to blame for what 
she may have endured. 

" I remain, madame, 
" Your obedient, 

" Agatha Courtney." 

"There was no hope from a pupil of hers," said 
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Father Eustace ; '^ Clara is best got rid of, for in the 
end she would poison the mind of some other pupiL" 

" I will send her to-morrow then," said the Superior, 
" though indeed I hardly know how to, manage it, for I 
do not like to ask any of my friends to take charge of a 
girl so situated. I have had English girls here before 
certainly, but then their friends brought them, and 
after a few months came to take them away again, — 
there was no difficulty or scandal ; they were nominal 
Protestants but nothing more. But in this case so 
much attention has been fixed on the Courtney £Eunily, 
and so much was felt at Mrs. Courtney's conversion, 
and happy death, that Clara's going off as a heretic to 
join her sister, in triumph as it were, would make it 
impossible for me to ask any of the ladies in this neigh- 
bourhood to take care of her, or even put her into the 
diligence, it would be felt quite as an insult. The 
only plan that I can think of, is, that the woman i^rho 
brings milk, should be told to call for her at five in the 
evening, and bring a lad to carry her trunk ; and then 
she might walk quietly down to the inn, get into the 
diligence, and go off without exciting any notice, and 
our friends here might be told at some future time, that 
her relations had sent for her, without entering into 
any particulars." 

"Your plan is excellent, my dear mother," said 
Father Eustace, and now before I leave the convent, 
I will visit that reprobate woman, and once more see if 
I can do nothing with her." He then went down to 
Sceur Camille's cell. 

Clara^s amazement was unbounded when she was 
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told to pack up her things, as she was going next day 
to be sent to Lyons. It was rather amazement than 
pleasure, indeed, for the Superior had not told her any 
particulars, and she thought they were only going to 
place her in another convent, and therefore mourned 
deeply over the necessity of leaving Soeur Camille, 
without having the joy of liberty to look forward to. 
When night arrived, however, some comfort was pro- 
vided for her, by the kind-hearted Justine, who at 
considerable risk to herself if discovered, contrived that 
she should pay a farewell visit to her imprisoned friend. 
Clara was now always locked up at night, but Justine 
was usually gaoleress, and she was able therefore to 
take her, while all were asleep, to the cell where poor 
Soeur Camille had spent the long days and nights for a 
fortnight past. She left them together for an hour, 
and then they were reluctantly compelled to part. 
But the heart of the poor prisoner was soon cheered by 
the news which Justine brought her the next afternoon, 
that it was to no convent, but to the house of a M. 
Delamarre in Lyons, that Clara was going; "and I 
think," added Justine, " that I heard something about 
her sister being there." Soeur Camille could only clasp 
her hands in thankfulness, and it was some moments 
before she could explain to her kind attendant that it 
was to friends of her own, that her dear Clara was 
going, and that they would certainly try to find means 
of aiding her ; " and at all events they will pray for 
me," she swd fervently ; " oh, what unspeakable com- 
fort I and Clara will be at liberty with her sister too ; 
Oh, my dear Justine, this news is meat and drink to 
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me,*' added she smiling gratefully, as Justine put a 
small can of milk on the floor of the cell. " No, you 
must not deprive yourself of your portion for me ; I 
need nothing now, I am so happy l" 

" You will die if you do not take something better 
than that miserable bread and water, and I can well 
do without it," said Justine, leaving the cell as she 
spoke. 

Meantime the Superior had parted from Clara oooUy 
enough, and without directly informing her of her des- 
tination ; nor did the woman, who conducted her, know 
more than that she was to put her into the diligence 
and pay her fare to Lybns ; but just as they readiied 
the bridge, and while Clara was meditating whether 
she should run away — and where, they were stopped 
by a lady who caught Clara in her arms, before she 
even recognised her ; it was Madame Marcel, who after 
an affectionate embrace, told her, in a few words 
that Agatha had begged them to be on the watch for 
her : and then added that she would find her sister at 
Lyons. 

It will easily be imagined that the pastor had been 
informed of all Agatha's plans ; and Clara would already 
have heard of them through him, but that since the 
Superior had been put on her guard, and rendered sus- 
picious, Justine had been afraid to resort to the stone, 
and had even contrived to let M. Marcel know, that for 
a time it would be well to let all communication cease. 

Before they reached the inn, M. Marcel joined them, 
and the milkwoman, seeing that the young lady had 
found her friends, left her with them to await the 
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starting of the diligence. They had not a moment to 
spare however, M. Marcel had harely time to rexK)m- 
mend Clara to the conductenr^s care, and tell him 
where she was going, before the whip cracked, and the 
clumsy vehicle set in motion. 

For nearly half an hour, Clara sat absorbed in her 
new foimd happiness, yet hardly able to think it real ; 
she dreaded to awake and find i^ a dream, and as the 
sense of its reality gradually came upon her mind, she 
felt ready to laugh and cry at once. At last, however, 
she was recalled to the present scene by hearing some 
one address her, and ask with the tone of a person who 
wishes to begin a conversation, whether she were going 
all the way to Lyons. 

She looked round for the speaker, and saw that he 
was her opposite fellow-traveller, an elderly man, of 
hale, weatherbeaten appearance, with a voice as rough 
and good-humoured as his fa<^ : his hair streaked with 
white, stuck out in all directions from under a shaggy 
fur cap, while his stout figure had yet a military up- 
rightness which denoted what his profession had been, 
and was a contrast to the slouching air of the two fat 
traders who were the only other inside passengers. 
Clara replied to the old gentleman's question in the 
affirmative, and he then began to chat with her on the 
scenery, the towns they passed through, and various 
other subjects, for it was evident that he was extremely 
fond of conversation. Clara on her side was well 
amused, for she had been long debarred from the free 
use of her tongue, and might well be glad to have a 
companion to whom she might speak without fear of 
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" Well, and did the mother abbess keep you very 
tight I'' isaid her interrogator. '^ Ah, I can see that in 
your face I But, there is no accounting for tastes : the 
women of my family had all the pious turn. My wife 
used to keep the house perpetually full of priests and 
sisters of mercy and so forth : I never liked them — 
always took my cigar and marched off when I saw one 
of the black gentry approaching my door ; and since 
she has been dead, poor soul I not one of them has 
come near me. Then my sisters were just the same, 
or worse indeed, for they would have nothing to do 
with me because I served under the Emperor, and cared 
for neither priest nor pope. It was they who per- 
suaded my brother's pretty daughter to turn nun, — she 
who used to be the liveliest little girl in all Draguignan 
(that was where our family used to live) ; but one of 
my sisters persuaded her to go into a convent, poor 
child, and I saw no more of her I Well, mademoiselle," 
he continued after a pause, ^' I was asking you about 
the abbess or mother : did she starve you because you 
are a little heretic? but no, you don't look thin enough 
for that, I think,'* and the old gentleman appeared 
mightily amused for a minute or two. " Come now," 
he said presently, recovering his gravity, " I won't 
betray you — ^have you run away ?" 

" No, monsieur, my friends sent for me at last, but 
no doubt I would have run away, if I could, long ago, 
and so would some of the nims themselves if they 
might." 

" Why do they go to be shut up in a prison if they 
do not like it?" said Captain Cartouche: "it's their 
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own folly — ^I don't pity them. I only wish all devote 
women were shut up in convents for my part ; but I 
pity a poor little heretic lady shut up against her will, 
with all my heart T' 

'* And would you not pity a nun who had changed 
her mind ?" said Clara, " one who had entered a con- 
vent to try and please God, and then learned to think 
that what they taught there was wrong?" 

" Well, I don't know but I might be sorry for such, 
but my wife used to tell me all nuns were happy 
blessed creatures, and enjoyed their fasts and seclusion 
and so on ; and I used to reply that I wished she had 
chosen so delightful a life herself I" 

" But it is not true that they are all happy," said 
Clara energetically ; '' even those who are still Roman 
Catholics often feel that they would like to be free, I 
am sure ; but Soeur Camille, the poor nun of whom I 
was speaking, is not a Roman Catholic now." 

" What I did you convert her, mademoiselle ? are 
you a little preacher, eh ?" 

" No, monsieur," said Clara, looking very grave ; 
" but perhaps you are a Roman Catholic after all your- 
self, and therefore I had better not speak about these 
things." 

" I£ that is your only objection, my child, you may 
talk without reserve," said the old Captain ; " and I 
should like to hear about this poor nun who wishes to 
get out of her cage. What made her take a disgust 
at the life, if you had no hand in it ?" 

'' She studied the Bible^ monsieur,'' replied Clara, 
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'^ and found that the doctrines of the Church of Borne 
were not true, but" — 

" I always thought so," interposed Captain Cartouche, 
— " always thought them nonsensical without going to 
the Bible/' 

" But," continued Clara with simplicity, " she found 
what was true in the Bible — ^the Gospel, and that made 
her very happy." 

" Why I thought you said she was not happy," said 
the Captain. 

" You see, monsieur, one may be in a certain sense 
happy and unhappy." 

" How is that possible, my little philosopher ?" 

" Why SoBur Camille shows it to be possible ; she is 
now shut up in a dark damp cell underground, with no 
comforts — ^nothing but bread and water, and only straw 
to lie on — often reproached and called an apostate 
(Clara's eyes filled with tears as she spoke) ; and how 
long this may last she does not know." 

" Well, I think that is very unhappy if anything is, 
— why an Austrian prison would hardly be worse, if 
as bad." 

" Yet if you saw her, monsieur, you would not hear 
her lamenting her hard fate, but only praying for her 
enemies, or thanking God for the happiness she expects 
in heaven ; and in looking forward to that, she forgets 
the misery of the present." 

The Captain raised his eyebrows as he had done 
before, but presently rubbing them with his hand as 
if to get rid of the incredulous expression, he said. 
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" Well, I' suppose it is the same sort of feeling that I 
used to have in old days, when my comrades and I 
were lying on the hard frosty ground with the snow 
beating like so many needles on our faces — ^half starved 
with cold and hunger, yet caring for nothing — always 
looking to the future, always talking of our great 
Napoleon, and what glory was coming for all his fol- 
lowers : why there was scarcfe a man who dared think 
of his discomforts, and for my part, I would have gone 
straight to a cannon's mouth at his bidding. Ah I how 
all our hopes are gone — ^ruined for ever I I wonder 
if she too, poor thing, is clinging to a shadow : it is 
the way with us all, till we grow old, and see what 
things come to !'* 

" Oh, monsieur, it will not be so with her, for she is 
not trusting in man's promises, you know, but in God, 
who is almighty, as well as merciful. But," continued 
Clara, after a pause, " she would of course be very glad 
to come out — ^and oh I do so wish it I It spoils half my 
happiness to think of leaving dear Soeur Camille in that 
odious place I" 

'* You are a tender-hearted little soul, I would wager 
my life for that. I wish I had such a daughter I" said 
the old captain, patting Clara on the shoulder, ^^ but 
why cannot this poor nun come out of her den ? You 
know, since the time of the great Napoleon, the law 
forbids those tyrannical priests to shut the convent gates 
as they used to do : vows are only binding, I believe, 
for five or seven years." 

"Ah, monsieur, but they must have some relative to 
claim them, or they cannot be let out at last; and 
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ScBur Camille says that her relations are so bigoted 
that they would never claim her. She wrote twice to 
her aunt, Madame Duchemin, who is at Paris, and 
never even got an answer." 

" Madame Duchemin T' cried the Captain ; then re- 
collecting himself^ he added in a whisper, " that is my 
sister's name I Can your Sceur Camille be my niece 
Eulalie ? why she was asfgreat a bigot as any of them 
— can it be possible ?'' 

Clara could not reply — her delight and astonishment 
could hardly be contained, and it was well that the 
other two passengers were fest asleep, or her half- 
formed exclamation must have attracted their attention. 

" Well, but you don't answer me," said the Captain ; 
" what is your friend's name?" 

^' Oh I am sure of it," said Clara ; '^ I am sure it is 
your niece I for she told me she used to live at Dra- 
guignan when she was a child, and Eulalie %p<a8 her 
Christian name ; but she would not tell me what her 
other name was : it seemed to agitate her to think of 
the past : and when we had a little time together alone, 
we used to be chiefly reading the Bible and talking 
about it. But oh, monsieur, if she is your own niece, 
you won't leave her in prison there I You will try and 
get her out, will you not ?" 

The old Captain declared that he would, in language 
somewhat too forcible, Clara thought, though she did 
not quite understand his expressions, but she saw that 
Soeur Camille had now a friend, and joyfully pro- 
ceeded to describe her person as minutely as she could. 
At this description the Captain sometimes shook his 
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head ; but when she went on to mention a few little cir- 
cumstances about Soeur Camille's early home, and espe- 
cially the period of her entering the convent, und the 
fact also that she had first entered a convent near Mar- 
sdlles, and after two years spent there had come to 
St. Catherine's, — ^he seemed quite convinced. 

" Tell me, my dear child," said he at last, squeezing 
Clara's little hand till it twigled, " tell me, did Sceur 
Camille ever mention to you an old uncle who used to 
love her as a little child ?" 

" Oh yes, she once did," said Clara, " when my 
little sister shewed her some bonbons that the nuns 
had given her; '^I remember she sighed, and said, 
^ Ah those '' marrons glacSs^* always make me think of 
my uncle Joseph, who used to give them to me so 
often as a child : I think I see him drawing a parcel 
of them out of his coat-pocket V " 

" That was me, that was me I" cried Captain Car- 
touche ; '^ I doubt no longer — it is my poor Eulalie : 
and so instead of being happy, as they used to tell me, 
she is ill-treated and trampled on because she is weary 
of their mummeries I But I will help her out, never 
fear I I will go to a lawyer I know in Lyons, and 
we'll see what can be done: I'll turn Protestant if 
nothing else will do I" 

^^ Are you a Roman Catholic, monsieur ? I thought 
you did not speak like one ?" said Clara timidly. 

'' Why I cannot honestly say I am anything, my 
dear mademoiselle, and that is the fact : in my youth 
no one thought of these things at all ; and now that 

B 
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religion is the fashion again, I am too old to take to 
all their absurdities." 

" Our religion has no absurdities/' said Clara : " we 
don't have mass or images or anything of that kind, 
you know : we only go to the BiUe, and that teaches 
118 what to believe and do. . I hope you will really 
become a Protestant one day I But I am sure of one 
thing, and that is that God sent you to us at 
any rate; ah, how thankful I ami My dear Soeur 
Camille, if only she could know it, how happy she 
would be I" 

"And I am quite happy too," said the Captain, 
" for I had been wishing for some one to care for, and 
lamenting I had no child — ^that all my nieces and 
nephews were scattered abroad or dead, but little 
dreaming Eulalie would be the one I should see again. 
Oh I'll recover her, poor thing! I'll bring her out 
of that den :" here the Captain again made use of 
some strong expressions, and at the same moment the 
diligence stopped to change horses ; the other travel- 
lers awoke from their naps, and every one got out, 
for they were to stop for a quarter of an hour. It was 
now quite dark, and Clara felt half frightened, but 
the old soldier took her under his care, provided her 
with some refreshment, and brought her back to her 
seat in good time. 

During the remainder of their journey he continued 
to show her every sort of attention in his rough but 
hearty way. When they arrived at Lyons, he insisted 
on taking her himself to the house of M. Delamarre, 
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thougli a servant was waiting for her at the office, who 
said he had been desired to call there every day till 
mademoiselle should arrive. But Captain Cartouche 
would not part with his charge till he saw her at the 
door of the silk-manufacturer; then with a cordial 
shake of the hand, he took leave of her. 



Jt2 



CHAPTER XXII. 



The carriage had deposited Clara and her box at the 
door of the house to which she had been directed, and 
the servant who had hastened on before, had already 
knocked at the door, which was thrown open to receive 
her, but she could scarcely yet believe her senses — she 
felt like one in a dream. The exclamation of surprise 
and pleasure which burst from the maid who opened 
the door, recalled her to herself, and she hurried up- 
stairs after the girl, who repeated, *' Arrived already ? 
that is certainly sooner than they expected, they will 
be delighted : this way. Mademoiselle, — ah, you have 
found the door !" For Clara, guided by the sound of 
a well-known voice, had rushed past the maid, and 
flung open the door of the room whence it proceeded. 

In another moment she was in her sister^s arms, 
unconscious of anything but the joy of clinging round 
her neck, — joy indeed it was, though it might have 
been mistaken for sorrow, from the tears that mingled 
with the broken thanksgivings on each side; but in 
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this our earthly condition, the deepest joy can only 
express itself by the symbols of sorrow. 

'^ And poor mamma I" said Clara at last, '' did you 
ever get the letter I wrote about her death, dear 
Agatha?" 

*'Yes, dearest, yes! I thank God for the mercy 
shown to her. Your letter was an unspeakable comfort 
to me : M. Marcel forwarded it by a private hand as 
far as Lyons.'' There was a moment's pause, and then 
Agatha, raising Clara's head which lay on her shoulder, 
said, '^ Now, dear child, look up, and tell me if you do 
not see some one else to welcome you I" Clara looked 
round and saw at the window Raimond de Fleurier, 
who, no indifferent spectator of the meeting, had with- 
drawn to a little distance, lest his presence should dis- 
turb the first flow of Clara's joy, 

^' You here, M. de Fleurier ?" she exclaimed as he 
adranced towards her. 

^'You must now learn to give me another name, 
dear Clara," said he ; '^ you must call me brother /" 

'' What, Agatha, you — ^is it possible you are mar- 
ried ?" cried Clara, " but I thought he was"— 

'^Yes, dearest," said Agatha, ^'it is so indeed: 
Raimond is, thank God, one with us in &ith now, and 
for some time past. He came to London to seek for 
me, and — I had not meant to have been quite so preci- 
pitate, but he would not allow me to come here alone." 

''And you are really married, Agatha?" repeated 
Clara, hanging round her as if half afraid that this 
new tie would rob her in some degree of her new-found 
sister : '' how very strange it seems !" 
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" Is it only strange, Clara?" said the Baron: "are 
we to have no congratulations — ^no good wishes ? Have 
you not one word for me ?" 

" I am so amazed I" said Clara, with her usual frank- 
ness, " that, though I am sure I feel very glad (since 
you are no longer a Roman Catholic), I really don't 
know what to say — I feel as if I were still dreaming." 

" Then you shall give me a kiss and say nothing," 
said Raimond, affectionately embracing his young sister- 
in-law : " I will, with God's help, be a real brother 
to you, my dear Clara, you shall never leave your 
sister: our home shall be your's, and Emily's also, 
whenever we can gain possession of her." 

" I had not a hope of seeing her with Clara," said 
Agatha, " yet I feel disappointed too." 

'^ Did you expect her with me ?" asked Clara in 
surprise. 

" Hardly, indeed, I begged she might be sent; but I 
felt it was unlikely they would let her come, however 
it is only a delay, we shall, I trust, soon recover her." 

" But tell me then, how it is, dear Agatha ; tell me 
when you were married to the Baron, and how you 
came here ? it is so wonderful to me, I cannot fancy 
how it came about." 

" You shall hear all about it, dearest, but I must 
first order some refreshment for you after your journey; 
we will have coffee, for you must know that we are 
keeping house for ourselves here, till we have arranged 
our affairs; the Delamarres- occupy part of this house, 
and took rooms for us in it; and £ gave you l^ir name 
instead of ours, because we thought you were more sure 
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of finding the house by naming a well-known person ; 
and also, I did not wish to commit my present name to 
paper just yet, not till you should be fairly out of the 
convent at least ; besides when I wrote that letter we 
were not actually married, it was sent off the morning 
before, and we arrived here only the day before yester- 
day." 

In a few minutes Clara had taken off her bonnet, and 
was seated on a low stool beside her sister, while the 
maid came in and out with cups, and coffee pot, &c. ; 
she kept gazing up into Agatha's face, as if still doubt- 
ing her* own senses, her surprise had not half subsided, 
and she could only repeat at intervals, '^ How strange 
it is! Can it be my own Agatha? Madame la Baronne 
de Fleurier V* Yes it was indeed; there was the same 
sweet smile that she had so often dreamed of during 
their long separation ; the same thoughtful blue eye with 
its shady lashes ; the same soft braids of light-brown 
hair, (as yet unadorned by the morsel of lace which 
young matrons are wont to call ' a cap,') the only altera- 
tion being the dtop mourning of her dress. It was the 
same Agatha Clara saw ; the difficulty was to conceive 
that there was really any change, at last she took the 
hand that was tenderly resting on her head, and ex- 
claimed, as she kissed it, ^'Oh, Agatha! I see the magic 
cirdet, that is the first thing I have yet seen which 
convinces me that I am really awake, and that you are 
actually madameJ^ 

**Am I nothing then, Mdlle. Clara?" said Raimond 
laughing as he brought her a cup of coffee. 

" Not so," she replied ; " but you know I am used 
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to your presence, the wonder is, not to see you sitting 
beside us, but to believe that you are my brother, 
instead of M. le Baron I" 

" Never call me anything but * brother* again, Clara ; 
but now begin and tell us all your adventures, and 
especially the fate of your poor friend S<Bur Camille ; 
her friends M. Delamarre and his wife are most anxious 
to hear about her, but they would not disturb our first 
evening together, to-morrow morning you shall be 
introduced to them, and we will consult about your 
friend." 

" Oh, I have such good news about her !** cried Clara; 
** it is really wonderful, Agatha, I think you will say 
when I tell you of my journey here, that it was a 
special mercy, an answer to my prayers for dear ScBur 
Camille, whom I left languishing in that gloomy cell. 
I came all the way from St. Andrd, with a kind merry 
old gentleman, an officer, he said he was, and who do 
you think he proved to be? An uncle of Soeur 
Camille's, (you know I told you she was a native of 
Provence,) and it seems this old uncle used to live at 
Draguignan, her own town, and was so fond of her 
formerly, and though I am sorry to say he is not a 
Christian, he is v^y sorry for her condition, and is 
determined to try and get her out of the convent, and 
he thinks he can ; and I think she will convert him in 
the end ; I know she will try, and pray for him too ; 
but I must begin at the beginning, and tell you aU 
about it r 

"You must first eat something, my darling, and take 
breath," said Agatha, "or I shall have you quite 
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exhausted. I am indeed delighted at what you tell 
me, and our friends here shall contrive a meeting with 
your old officer, and amongst us something will be 
arranged I am sure.'' 

We leave the happy trio to enjoy the mutual confi- 
dences, the listening and relating by turns that follow 
a long separation between those who love ; but ere we 
bid them a final fiEurewelly we will take one more glance 
at them a few weeks later, during which Emily's libe- 
ration had been effected, though not without another 
appeal to Mr. Courtney's authority to insist on her 
being restored to her sister, which his wife strongly 
urged him to do, little liking the burden of her support, 
and declaring they had had enough to do with the 
whole family, so Emily was reluctantly given up to 
Agatha and her husband, and we now find both sisters 
established with the De Fleuriers in their new home. 

It was evening, and the lonely shepherd with his 
dark mantle hanging across his shoulder, leaned on his 
crook while he summoned the flock of goats that were 
browsing amid the thickets of cork-trees imd evergreen 
oak, or springing lightly from rock to rock in the pass 
of the lovely Estelle mountains. 

The unwonted sound of voices at that hour in that 
quiet spot, made the shepherd turn his head, and his 
quick black eye soon detected a group which was slowly 
ascending the steep path a little below him. ^^Ah, 'tis 
M. le Baron," he murmured to himself as they ap- 
proached, ^^and his pretty English wife on her little 
pony, and two or three other ladies, sitting on the 
rocks near the spring I think : ma fotj I wish all the 
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Barons in the neighbonrhood would marry English 
wives, if they were like madame I" At this moment 
the young Baroness and her husband came up, and 
interrupted the shepherd's soliloquy ; he greeted them 
by a respectful touch of his straw hat, and a smile of 
recognition in return for their good humoured saluta- 
tion as they passed by. 

^' Let us stop now, dearest Eaimond,'' said Agfitha, 
when they had ascended a little higher, '^ the view is 
perfect here, and the light will soon leave us ; oh, is it 
not beautiful?" she added after a moment's pause, 
turning to her husband who stood with his hand on her 
pony's mane, looking alternately at her, and at the 
scene which surrounded them. 

''The distant sea glitters in the last rays of the 
sun," she continued, '* and those lofty peaks above us 
seem to lose themselves in the crimson blush that is 
spreading so rapidly, and then these graceful cork- 
trees with their dark green foliage standing out against 
the glowing sky, — ^what a picture it is I And, oh, 
Raimond, listen to that soft tinkling bell, how sweet it 
sounds upon the quiet evening air I and there are the 
goats winding down the path into the valley — look at 
that pretty kid perched on the crag ; and can I not dis- 
tinguish our chateau among the trees yonder ? is it not 
that white spot towards our left ?" 

'' Yes, dearest, it is that spot, always dear to me ; 
but, oh, how far dearer now I and you, my Agatha, you 
love it also ; ah, you cannot think how happy it makes 
me to see that you do not regret your country — ^that 
you can so heartily adopt my home I" 
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*^ I must indeed be hard to please, Raimond, were I 
not happy in such a home as you have brought me to I 
But how could you ever doubt that I should be happy 
in any place where you were with me, and where your 
duties called you ? I do not forget my own country, I 
never shall, and I hope to visit it from time to time ; 
but a woman can always adopt her husband's country. 
If our faith is the same, other differences are compara- 
tively of little consequence ; but do not be looking at 
me, Eaimond, or yon will lose this glorious sunset I 
Does it not make one's heart swell with thankfulness 
and admiration ?*' 

"Words are indeed too feeble, my Agatha, to express 
His praise who gilds with such beauty even this sad 
V and sinful world I Oh, for that day when we shall less 
unworthily sing praises to the Most High, and ' walk 
in white' before Him who redeemed us from the capti- 
vity of sin ! Much has He graciously given me here 
below ; but the uncertainty of all earthly bliss would 
prevent my enjoying it, had I not this precious hope 
beyond the gravel" A silent pressure of the hand, and 
a tear shining in her eye, were the only reply Agatha 
could make, and for some minutes neither spoke ; but 
soon the fading light warned them to descend the 
mountain without further delay. 

" I think I hear Clara's voice," said Agatha, as her 
little surefooted steed, guided by Raimond's hand, 
made its way down the steep path. 

"Yes, and there she is coming to meet us with 
Emily and Sceur Camille," said her husband, " I sup- 
pose they were tired of waiting at the spring all this 
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time ; I can hear Emily's laugh already. Do yoa not 
think, Agatha, she is quite happy now ?** 

'' Oh, she has been so almost ever since her arrival, 
I think,'' said Agatha;" she hand the Chatean de 
Fleurier, a pleasanter residence than the convent, par- 
ticularly since the nuns had ceased to make such a pet 
of her, and since SoBur Camille has been here espe- 
cially, she has been perfectly amenable, and is I trast 
beginning to see the errors she had been led into, as 
far as such a child can. I only wish Soeur Camille 
could remain with me permanently, she would be such 
a treasure ; I could trust my sisters' education entirely 
to her, and thus have more time for going about among 
the poor people with you. But I suppose we must give 
her up to Captain Cartouche when her health is quite 
established." 

^'Ah, you have not heard that the old soldier is 
going to be my tenant," said Raimond, ^^ I meant to 
have surprised you, by taking you to visit the pretty 
little farm he is going to occupy, as soon as it should 
be all settled, but I cannot keep secrets from you. The 
old gentleman is so smitten with our quiet village, that 
he begged me to find out a little place for him, and he 
is now at Marseilles disposing of his property there. 
ScBur Camille, or ma niece Eulalte, as he calls her, is to 
be established as mistress when it is all ready ; but till 
then she is to know nothing of it. She will thus be 
within a short walk of the chateau, and Clara and 
Emily can spend their mornings with her, or she can 
come to us as may suit her, and the remuneration she 
will receive from us will prevent her feeling herself any 
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burden to her kind old uncle, and she would still have 
plenty of time to devote to him, and I trust may be 
the means of leading him to see the truth one day ; 
already he seems inclined to talk with interest on the 
subject, and she feels hopeful about him." 

'^ This is a delightful plan indeed, Raimond, I would 
much rather hear it now, than wait to be surprised ; 
besides, I must try to get a few things to make Soeur 
Camille's future abode comfortable and tasteful : Clara 
and I will consult about it." 

As she spoke, the rest of the party joined them, and 
Emily began volubly pouring forth her admiration of 
the splendid sunset, while Clara looked more, though 
she said less. 

" I do think," said Sosur Camille, " no one can enjoy 
this as fully as I, the poor prisoner so recently eman- 
cipated. What mercy indeed has been granted me ! 
That dark cell exchanged for this free air, which I 
seem to drink in with every breath ; those gloomy walls 
for this glorious expanse of mountain and valley — sea 
and sky ; and, oh, how fiajr more precious than these, 
religious liberty and Christian communion with dear 
friends I Ah, my life shoxdd be henceforth a song of 
thanksgiving I" 

^^ Yet," said Raimond, '^ your real emancipation was 
that which took place years ago, when your soul was 
first freed from the fetters of sin and ignorance ; that 
bondage in which all are sunk (though they know it 
not) until the spirit has breathed upon them, and 
melted the icy heart into life and love. Such bondage 
and such freedom, we too know, and surely our lives 
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ought, like yours, to be a willing service, a daily 
thanksgiving." 

" Do let us sing an evening hymn," said Clara. 
And gladly acceding to her request,, their voices 
blended in a simple and devotional strain which echoed 
along the mountain heights, and rolled softly down the 
valley beneath, till it reached the shepherd who was 
folding his flock for the night. 

" Hark ! they are singing their cantique de soir,^* he 
said to one of his companions, '' it makes one think of 
the angels' singing !" 
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